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its first convention the American Veterans Committee
showed itself to be radically different from most veterans' organizations.
Meeting in Des Moines, Iowa,
the A.V.C. delegates, representing
6o,ooo members, avoided the bacchanalian debauches which in
times past have been important
features of V.F.W. and American
Legion conventions. Nor did the
A.V.C., in true veterans' organization manner, plan a raid on the
United States Treasury. Rather,
they exhibited a civic conscience
by intelligently debating the problems of adequate housing for all
Americans, racial bars in industry, full employment, the retention of price cogtrols, the organi-
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zation of labor in the South, the
U.N., control of the atomic bomb.
They exhibited a restraint and
common sense when they rejected
a slate of officers whose political
philosophies were too far left of
center.
Americans may well hope that
the A.V.C. will continue in the
course it set in its first convention
and that the older organizations
follow the example of this newcomer in the family of veterans'
organizations.

The American Veterans
Committee
.

H
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Teachers from the Ranks
of Veterans

THE

teacher shortage is still
acute and is now keenly felt
also on the level of higher education. Colleges and universities are
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confronted not only by the problem of enrollments beyond capacity but also by a lack of instructors. Hence the almost frantic
search for professional talent for
college faculties.
Dean Frank G. Lankard of
Drew University recently called
attention to our veterans as a possible source of teacher supply. He
said the following: "The graduate school, once a swollen stream
as a source of teacher supply, has
dwindled to a tiny rivulet. Graduate schools which are empty cannot be counted upon to yield candidates to any appreciable degree
for two or three years. Teacher
agencies, however, are now rendering great services in placing
the best men returned from war
service, and it is advisable to draw
on this source for immediate or
temporary appointments while
the graduate schools are preparing their product."
Dean Lankard's advice is good.
However, there are two considerations which may prove obstacles,
and of these the dean is conscious.
In the first place, many veterans
who would like to return to teaching do not want to return to the
same level on which they taught
before. Those who formerly
taught in high school now aspire
to teaching positions in college.
Secondly, many of these men have
been officers and received good
pay and are therefore not inclined

to return to low salary positions.
The latter difficulty seems to
present the greater obstacle. In
view of the rising cost of living,
the teaching profession will continue to go begging unless the
salary scale is raised. Men and
women must be able to live free
from worry about meeting the
basic needs of life if they are to
be attracted into a profession and
feel happy in it. This holds true
also with regard to work in the
Church.

That Housing Problem
governmental agencies
and economic factions are
"taking it on the chin" at present
for the noticeable slowdown in
our housing program, particularly that for veterans of World War
II. Most of us are certainly in no
position to come to a final conclusion, to fix the blame specifically on anyone. However, some
recent statements by a popular
columnist may throw some light
on the matter.
According to this often-reliable
source, the economists, particularly those of the governmental variety, are really at fault. Months
ago it was decided that we in
America were in for a prolonged
and serious period of unemployment. It was thought that construction, the building of every-
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thing from hot-dog stands to transcontinental highways, was the only
salvation.
What has happened is very obvious. All over the country we see
structures, giant ones and tiny
ones, in many varying states of
completion. True, there is comparatively little unemployment:
But the veteran, the average man
can't build a place to live, no
matter how great his need. There
are no carpenters, no plumbers,
no boards, no bricks, no nails. It
is even well-nigh impossible to
get the basement dug.
If all this is true, there is little
that can be done about it with
the exception of channeling every
possible laborer and piece of
building material into the private
market of the little men as soon
as possible. And ·from here, this
looks like an almost hopeless task.

The Wrong Solution
to a recent newspaper article, the Monsanto
Chemical Company of Illinois offered its employees an annual
bonus of $5o,ooo to be paid at the
end of the year provided there
had been no strikes or stoppages
of work during the period.
Whether or not the proposal was
accepted was not immediately
learned.
Anything that makes for better

A

3

management-employee relationships and so prevents slowdowns
and strikes is commendable. But
while this Monsanto proposal
might keep the wor:kers on the
job for awhile, it will not better
industrial relationships. And anything that does not accomplish
that end is not a permanent remedy for our labor problems.
The trouble with this plan is
that it has all the ear-marks of a
bribe. It is like giving a child a
present if he shows he can behave
for half a day. The first requisite
for harmony in industry is complete trust on both sides. Paying
for good behavior on the part of
labor does not breed such trust.
It always happens that neither
the briber nor the bribee is able
to believe in the other. The
Golden Rule is a better answer
than is the Monsanto Plan. Nat
until we follow the Rule will we
ever get to the place that other
solutions will become unnecessary.

ccoRDING

U.S. Aid for Education
Requested
Department of Higher
of the Conference
of the National Education Association meeting at Buffalo, N. Y.,
on July 1, 1946, urged passage
of the Mead bill by Congress, to
help colleges by means of loans
HE

T Education
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and grants and through the use
of surplus army buildings. The
educators warned that unless this
Government assistance is provided
-to the extent of some $35o,ooo,ooo-between 40o,ooo and 5oo,ooo
students, about half of them veterans, will be denied admittance
to college this fall.
Governor Dewey, in an address
read at this convention, very pertinently stated:
"A nation is not measured by
wealth or population alone. It is
judged by the quality of its citizenry. To the improvement of
that quality nothing contributes
more than does education.
"Money used for estucation is
more in the nature of an investment than an expense, for schooling develops human resources,
and developed human resources
produce wealth and contribute to
human happiness.
"The world over, a high diffusion of learning goes hand in
hand with greater prosperity and
with a sound, happy national life.
The spending of money on education is the best of all expenditures."

of July 2, 1946, has made a grant
of $7oo,ooo, which is to be augmented by $2oo,ooo by the cooperating institutions, for the purpose of improving instruction by
stimulating creative activity and
research among teachers. Dr. 0.
C. Carmichael, president of the ·
F'oundation, stated in connection
with the grant: "Among the generally accepted barriers to creative
intellectual activity in the average
college faculty are heavy teaching
loads which allow no time for independent study, low salaries which
must be supplemented by summer teaching or other lucrative
employment, inadequate library
facilities and the limited opportunities to get intellectual stimulus from colleagues in the same
field. Lowering these barriers, as
we hope to do through this program, will strengthen higher education at one of its weakest
points." Well said. But is there
any real reason for limiting this
effort to the colleges of the South?

The Peace Conference
HE

Peace

Conference

has

T finally begun. There has been
Carnegie Grant to Colleges
in South
Carnegie Foundation for
advancement of teaching,
according to the New York Times
HE

T the

a long and wholly unnecessary delay. After much self-seeking palaver in preliminary gatherings and
after much shilly-shallying the Soviet Union has consented to me·e t
for the purpose of determining
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the shape of things to come. U n~
fortunately, it seems as though
the war-breeding game of power
politics will continue to be the
order of the day. Echoes of the
horrifying explosions caused by
the atomic bomb will be heard in
the council chambers, a burning
desire to persist in imperialistic
policies of one kind or another
""rill vitiate many of the meetings,
a longing for sweet revenge will
assert itself in spite of the requirements of sanity and common
sense, and a determination to
maintain and obtain spheres of
influence at all costs will run
through the discussions like a
thread dipped in human blood.
This is not a pessimistic view
of the long-delayed Peace Conference. It is a view founded on
much of what has been going on
in the councils of some of the victors ever since V-J Day brought
the war to a sudden end. The
U.S.S.R. was determined to hold
off the making of peace until its
iron curtain had been safely constructed and until the voices of
many small nations could be effectively stifled. Stalin could regard no settlement as final or
completely satisfactory unless
much of it bore the unmistakable
imprint of the Hammer and Sickle; for, in spite of all pious talk
to the contrary, the disciple of
Lenin has never swerved from the
tenet that his homeland must be

5

made safe for communism by the
spread of communism.
Some of the statesmen object to
the limelight of publicity. Why?
Are their aims altogether spotless?
What do they want to hide?
Where are the high-sounding
phrases of the Atlantic Charter?
Do men actually believe that
there can be a real peace in this
war-weary world if it is not founded on open covenants openly arrived at? And why, pray, do even
some of those statesmen who are
not in duty bound to do the communistic bidding of the Kremlin
insist on damning with faint
praise the longings of small nations? Perhaps it is true that the
only lesson history ever teaches is
this that it teaches some so-called
statesmen no lesson at all.

Divorce and Suicide
Metropolitan
Life statistician, ·recently released enlightening data on reasons for suicide. According to Mr.
Lotka, loneliness is the big factor
leading to suicide. It is worse in
the case of those who are used to
companionship. Sickness accounts
for most male suicides and women
try suicide most often because of
domestic troubles. Unhappy love
affairs account for only four per
cent of male suicides and ten per
<;ent of women.
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Other data compiled by Mr.
Lotka are these: Single men try
suicide 66 per cent more often
than married men. The suicide
rate jumps 198 per cent for widowers and 292 per cent among
divorced men. Career girls attempt suicide 38 per cent more
often than wives, widows 63 per
cent, and divorcees 261 per cent.
Statistics, we once read, are like
a lamp-post-to be illuminated by
but not to be ~eaned against. The
most illuminating factor in Mr.
Lotka's findings is the high per
cent of suicides among divorced
men and divorcees. Considering
the alarming rate of divorce in
our country-one out of every four
or five-and the efforts of concerned Americans to curb this evil,
both churchmen and state officers
will do well to take note of Mr.
Lotka's findings and to impress
upon those contemplating divorce
the terrible danger to which they
are exposing themselves. Viewed
from another angle, Mr. Lotka's
figures lend support to the stern
warnings of Scripture, "What God
hath joined together, let not man
put asunder."

Vacationing America
"-1\ J1TH traveling restrictions reVV moved and war industry
halted, America has resumed its
vacation activities. Summer resorts

were not only fully occupied from
the time the season opened, but
had long lists of reservations
throughout the entire summer.
The accommodations at the national parks were taxed beyond
capacity, so that many tourists
were compelled to seek quarters
outside the parks, at times at considerable distances, while in not a
few instances visitors had to turn
back in disappointment, hoping
that perhaps next year they might
be more fortunate.
Not only the cessation of the
war and the lifting of restrictions,
but also the increased circulation
of money was responsible for the
tremendous use of our vacation facilities this year. That money was
no object was to be observed everywhere. Skyrocketing prices of cottage and cabin rentals had no effect on the demand. The disproportionate ·cost of provisions and
souvenirs did not prevent markets
and shops from being crowded.
The other side of the story:
Foreigners have been wont to designate Americans as "dollar chasers," which would imply that they
have little interest in recreation
and play. These charges can no
longer stand. On the other hand,
it seems apparent that our people
are showing an increased interest
in and appreciation of the beauty
with which our country is blessed.
America, the beautiful, is not a
myth, but a reality.

7
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God has blessed our land not
only with non-material assets, such
as representative government and
freedom of speech, conscience, and
press, but He has also endowed it
with natural beauty and physical
grandeur unexcelled anywhere on
the globe. Our gratitude to God
for the privilege of being Americans should also be prompted by
our appreciation of nature's beauties, which God has so bountifully
bestowed upon our great country.

revulsion of decent men. And yet,
we have a feeling that Mr. May is
not the only government official
against whom these charges can be
lodged. The Mead Committee
should pursue its investigations
with relentless zeal, until every
war profiteer-regardless of name,
position, or political affiliationhas been ferreted out.
The truth, the stark and ugly
truth about our merchants of
death, must come out. We owe
this to our national honor, and to
the memory of our sons.

The Truth Will Out
and during AmeriB ca's before
participation in the war,

The Parables of Safed the Sage

no one beat the drums of patriotism more loudly than the Hon.
Andrew J. May, chairman of the
House Committee on Military Affairs. By his own admission, no
one played a more effective role
than he in mobilizing America's
youth for military service. Now it
appears that while these young
men were fighting, bleeding, and
dying on foreign shores, Mr. May
was waxing fat on profits from war
contracts which he, by virtue of
his exalted position, had considerately bestowed upon some of his
favored friends.
As a trafficker in the blood of
our nation's youth, any war profiteer is beneath contempt. Such
spurious patriotism has earned the

1r sATE in one of Mr. Pullman's '
lL cars, as we waited in the Union
Station and over against my Window upon a farther track stood a
Locomotive. And I observed the
Piston-rod, how that it was a
Mighty Hinged Shaft, that proceeded from a Crank-shaft from
the Drive-wheels and ran straight
into the very heart of the Cylinder, and was driven to and fro
by the Steam that pressed upon
the Piston-head first at one end
of the Cy Iinder and then the
other. And I marveled at the
strength of that hinged Arm of •
Steel that drave the Locomotive
and Hauled the Heavy Train.
And I beheld how above the pow·

OTH

THE ECCENTRICK
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erful Arm of the Piston-rod the
Eccentrick played back and forth
with Two Crank shafts and Five
Curiously Wrought Levers. And
as I sate, there drew in another
Train on the nearer Track, and
its Locomotive passed hard by my
Window. And I observed the
Amazing array of Steel dog-legs
and the 1ig-saw motions of the
F.ccentrick. And I said, Most
Names are Misnomers; but whoever gave that Contraption its
name, sure knew the Business of
Accurate Nomenclature. And I
marveled as I thought how in my
boyhood when I was used to jumping on and off Locomotives the Eccentrick was a simple device; and
now through years of ceaseless Experiment it hath been made more
and more Complicated, and Every
Change has adapted its Eccentricity the more accurately to its
Task.
And I considered how, but for
this Amazing Rattletrap the Piston would be driven to one end
of the Cylinder and would never
get back, and then the Train
would stop.
And I thought of the Eccentrick men and women who do
greatly Vex me, and how often 1
have thought that I must be a
Philistine because I am so greatly
annoyed by the 1awbone of an
Ass. And I said, Is it possible that
some of these Eccentrick Folk have
a Mission, to Keep us Sensible

Folk from driving all our Energy
to one end of the Cylinder and
causing Spiritual Stagnation?
And I considered that in such
a world as this it may be that the
Eccentricks have their uses.

t~·
A Big Year for Baseball
lfN many ways, 1946 has already
Jl been a memorable year. Among
other things it has been the most
important year in the history of
baseball. While this fact may seem
trivial to many, the great effect of
the national pastime on the national morale must not be overlooked. After all, over two million
Americans had seen the Yankees
play in the Stadium as far back as
the middle of last August.
Two important events made
this year' a red-letter one in the
annals of the diamond sport. The
first was the player raids made by
the Mexican League. These had a
dou hie-barreled effect. For one
thing they taught the American
club owners that there were those
who were willing to give money
and rights to the average, minerun, big league ball player. Greenbergs and Fellers have always
made money. With the lesser
lights it has been a different story.
And because of the publicity
about the Mexican League raids,
the public has begun to realize
that every player isn't an upper·
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income-bracket individual. This
fact is the second effect that the
Chili Circuit has had on the sport
in the United States.
So much for what was brought
to light. What will the outcome
be? The answer is bound up with
the doings of Mr. Murphy and
his proposed union, which finally
gave the owners the final push.
There was a sudden flurry to
change the status of the players
from that of chattel to that of
persons. Exactly what will happen
no one knows. The union seems
to be out. The players, through
chosen representatives, seem to
be making progress toward some
kind of freedom by direct negotiation with · the club officials. Indirectly, all of this is going to be
of benefit to millions of Americans.

9

Thousands of people, including,
according to the press, a band of
gypsies from California, came and
saw and took away. Result-the
good New York farmer got his five
farms cleaned, but how.
The only trouble was that Mr.
Van hadn't made any such offer of
produce to anyone, much less anyone in general. The original story
in the original paper was a grand
hoax, better than any ever produced by that greatest hoaxer of
all time, Charles Lamb. Just how
the whole thing ever got started is
still a guess.
The point, which we don't want
lost, is that advertising pays. Or
maybe publicity is a better word.
We have been running an ad, a
true, honest, dyed-in-the-wool,
paid-for ad, for weeks. We haven't
had any results. "\t\Te have pets. We
have children. The ad is for a
furnished house to rent.

Does Advertising Pay?
still seems to pay. A
recent newspaper story about
a certain Mr. Van Den Heuvel of
Clarkstown, New York, seems to
bear out this generalization.
Mr. Van was reported to have
stated that he was willing to give
away produce from five farms to
anyone who had ambition enough
to harvest it. Lack of labor prevented Mr. Van from getting his
crops in.
B~t he didn't lack labor long.

A
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The Book Clubs
elements which bids
O fairof totherank
along with the
NE

hot dog and the state fair in our
civilization is the book club movement. Since the inception of these
organizations about twenty years
ago, book clubs' memberships
have grown to over three and onehalf million; within a year or so,
five to ten million Americans are
expected to join such groups. The
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book clubs' power is evidenced by
the fact that a novel which otherwise might sell only ten thousand
copies can be assured of a sale of
three hundred thousand copies
once it is chosen by one of these
organizations.
That the clubs have their good
points no one will deny. They
have certainly encouraged the
reading habit and have sold many
books to persons who otherwise
would not buy them. The clubs
make purchasing convenient, since
most of it is done by mail. In
many cases they offer substantial
financial savings; one club is reported to give away seventy-five
cents in free books for every dollar it takes in.

However, there are certain dangers inherent in the system, dangers which the educated reader
should consider. Too often, a good
book, even a great one, is doomed
to failure because it is not selected
by a book club. Since this is true,
too many writers prostitute their
art, "writing down" to gain mass
appeal. Likewise, the book club
type of centralization of publication gives a great deal of power to
a few individuals. Book club editors have an atomic bomb in each
fist: they are often able to determine the reading tastes of the
masses of American readers, and
they are in a position to influence
the thinking and point of view of
large numbers of readers.

.I
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PILGRIM
((All the trumpets sounded for him on the
other side."
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
B Y
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cultivating and haTvesting. . . .
And somehow, this year, as we
looked blinking into a new world,
I had a desire to see and read
what I had seen and read yesterday, a pull toward old places and
old books, a wish to set back the
clock to days with lesser cares and
greater faith . . . . To go once
more beyond the immediate and
visible to places where the statistics of life are less important than
its heart....
So my harvest is very small, but
what little I have I should like to
share this September night .... A
long evening in July was made
significant by reading around in
John Ruskin. . . . Remarkable
how many of his ideas still ring
bells in 1946.... Somehow on a
hill in Wisconsin close to an ancient cemetery his description of
the tower of Calais Church
brought a glowing peace:

Summer's End
HIS morning, when the alarm
clock rang, I had to close my
window for the first time since
June. . . . There was a chill in the
air and the milkman wore a sweater. ... There will be, I know, a
few more days of warmth, but
they will be interludes. . . . The
sun is later and the shadows are
longer at my rising hour .... The
time of harvest has come.... This
is the season in which the hope of
spring and the work of summer
becomes the reaping of autumn,
the gathering of the sheaves, the
harvest of apples and . pears, the
husking of corn, the stripping of
the garden, the high perspective
of the waning year. . . .
My own harvest this year is very
small .... Books which were laid
up for summer reading are still
unread and all tasks, beyond the
immediate and practical, have had
to wait upon a better season ....
Only a few days in a remote country were devoted to planting and

T

I cannot find words to express the
intense pleasure I always have in first
finding myself after some prolonged
11
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stay in England, at the foot of the
old tower of Calais church. The large
neglect, the noble unsightliness of it;
the record of its years written so visibly, yet without sign of weakness and
decay; its stern wasteness and gloom,
eaten away by the Channel winds,
and overgrown with the bitter sea
grasses: its slates and tiles all shaken
and rent, and yet not falling; its desert of brickwork full of bolts, and
holes, and ugly fissures, and yet
strong, like a bare brown rock; its
carelessness about what anyone thinks
or feels about it, putting forth no
claim, having no beauty nor desirableness, pride, nor grace; yet neither
asking for pity; not, as ruins are, useless and piteous, feebly or fondly garrulous of better days; but useful still,
going through its own daily work,:as some old fisherman beaten grey by
storm, yet drawing his daily nets; so
it stands with no complaint about its
past youth, in blanched and meagre
massiveness and serviceableness, gathering human souls together underneath it; the sound of its bells for
prayer still rolling through the rents;
and the gray peak of it seen far across
the sea, principal of the three that
rise above the waste of surfy sand and
hillocked shore,-the lighthouse for
life, and the belfry for labour, and
this for patience and praise.

All of which reminds me. . . .
In the Literary Supplement of the
London Times, Charles Morgan
wrote a fascinating essay several
months ago concerning "The
Inverted Historical Imagination .... " He points out that historkal imagination is important

for our understanding of the past.
... It enables us to identify ourselves, warmly and immediately,
with men and women who have
made history. . . . The "Inverted
Historical Imagination" he says,
does the same thing for the future.
. . . It enables us to look back
upon our own times from the
point of view of men as yet unborn .... It permits us to convert
the present into a historical period so that we live not on the outermost edge of the flow of time
but within history itself, the years
before us having flowed over and
beyond us . . . . Mr. Morgan continues:
The idea of inverted historical imagination is best made clear in a simple and crude example of its working.
The example is, in itself, so crude
and trivial that it invites the ridicule
of any who wish to ridicule it; that
risk may be willingly accepted in an
attempt to be clear at all costs. The
crude example is this: On the 3rd of
February, 1945, a woman at the end
of her day's work is reading at her
fireside. Her attention wanders from
her book and she lays it down. Her
thought is discontinuous-a series of
scattered images and anxieties. There
is no good thing to which she looks
back except with a sense of irreplaceable loss; there is nothing to which
she looks forward with confidence
and pleasure. She blames herself for
this. She knows that she can break
away from this condition of mind by
continuous work, by serving others
apd serving her country, and that to-
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morrow she will in fact liberate herself by this means; but she knows also
that, whenever the anodyne of action
is withheld, this condition of mind
returns, and, though she is not personally unhappy or self-pitying, she
feels as if the present were a distracted brain.
But if she should by chance reflect
that the dress she wears is, from the
point of view of a generation hence,
a historical costume; that the open
fire in her grate and the way in which
she does her hair will soon seem as
remote as a sedan chair and powder;
if she remembers that the new book
she has just laid down is also the first
edition of a very old one; if she remembers that someone will say, "How
impossible it is to imagine oneself
living on the 3rd of February, 1945,''
and that she is living through that
remote evening and hearing the tick
of its clock; then she will no longer
feel that her life is included in the
cell of a maddened brain, for actuality will have begun to be for her
translucent. The present is not felt
to be insane unless it solidifies in the
mind and becomes opaque and rigid;
then to live in it is to live among
bricks in an earthquake. But if the
woman seated at her fireside, beginning from the trivial thought that
her dress is a historical costume,
should continue the process of inverted historical imagination, she may
fluidify the present so that it becomes, not fragmented, brittle, disordered, but an instant in a continuous flow. She may reach the condition
of feeling what it was like to have
been alive during the evening of the
3rd of February, 1945.

13

Perhaps all this only emphasizes
our need for faith in the God of
history .... Someone has said that
the trouble with our generation is
that we have never read the minutes of the previous meeting....
That is half the truth . . . . The
other half is that we have never
read (at least as thoroughly as we
should) the minutes of God which
were written a long time ago, and
which cover the meeting of God
and man and time from the beginning to the moment of adjournment. . . . As the long winter nights come I shall make a
greater effort to do that.
A warm July night becomes an
occasion to be remembered by the
reading of C. S. Lewis' The
Great Divorce. _ .. I have mentioned Mr. Lewis before this, since
he is beyond doubt one of the
strangest and most significant figures in modern literature.... He
brings to the problems of the
modern intellectual an amazing
gift of insight, a sharp, satirical
vein, and a startling imagination.
. . . At times his theology is exceedingly bad, but his gift for saying things in a new way, often
curiously inverted, remains very
great. . . . In The Great Divorce
he describes the arrival o! several
souls in Heaven. . . . They have
come there to see how they would
like Heaven .... The idea has no
basis in Holy Writ but it enables
Mr. Lewis to point out that some
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people will hang on to their sins
and weaknesses to the bitter end
and beyond it. . . . The over-all
concept is theologically unsound,
but individual judgments are
sharp and apt. . . . For example:
"Milton was right," said my Teacher. "The choice of every lost soul can
be expressed in the words 'Better to
reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.'
There· is always something they insist on keeping, even at the price of
misery. There is always something
they prefer to joy-that is, to reality.
Ye see it easily enough in a spoiled
child that would sooner miss its play
and its supper than say it was sorry
and be friends. Ye call it the Sulks.
But in adult life it has a hundred
fine names-Achilles' wrath and Coriolanus' grandeur, Revenge and Injured Merit and Self-Respect and
Tragic Greatness and Proper Pride."
"Then is no one lost through the
undignified vices, Sir? Through mere
sensuality?"
"Some are, no doubt. The sensualist, I'll allow ye, begins by pursuing
a real pleasure, though a small one.
His sin is the less. But the time comes
on when, though the pleasure becomes less and less and the craving
fiercer and fiercer, and though he
knows that joy can never come that
way, yet he prefers to joy the mere
fondling of unappeasable lust and
would not have it taken from him.
He'd fight to the death to keep it.
He'd like well to be able to scratch:
but even when he can scratch no
more he'd rather itch than not."

Or this:

Mortals say of some temporal suffering, "No future bliss can make up
for it," not knowing that Heaven,
once attained, will work backwards
and turn even that agony into a
glory. And of some sinful pleasure
they say, "Let me but have this and
l'll take the consequences"; little
dreaming how damnation will spread
hack and back into their past and
contaminate the pleasure of the sin.
Both processes begin even before
death. The good man's pa$t hegins
to change so that his forgiven sins
and remembered sorrows take on the
quality of Heaven: the bad man's
past already conforms to his badness
and is filled only with dreariness.
And that is why, at the end of all
things, when the sun rises here and
the twilight turns to blackness down
there, the Blessed will say, "We have
never lived anywhere except in Heaven," and the Lost, "We were always
in Hell." And both will speak truly.

The magnificent new edition of
Charlotte Bronte's jane Eyre published by Random House gives me
an opportunity to re-read this eloquent study of pharisaic religion
in the eighteenth century. . . .
There are few things in English
literature more eloquent than sections of Jane Eyre. . . . Compare
its closing paragraphs with the
ending of many modern novels
and you have the measure of the
degeneration of our age. . . . We
have come far since those words
were written but the direction has
not been upward ... . On a quiet
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afternoon when a slow summer
rain was falling I read them again:
As to St. John Rivers, he left England: he went to India. He entered
on the path he had marked for himself; he pursues it still. A more resolute, indefatigable pioneer never
wrought amidst rocks and dangers.
Firm, faithful, and devoted; full of
energy, and zeal, and truth, he labours for his race: he clears their
painful way to improvement: he hews
down like a giant the prejudices of
creed and caste that encumber it. He
may be stern; he may be exacting;
he may be ambitious yet; but his is
the sternness of the warrior Greatheart, who guards his pilgrim convoy
from the onslaught of Appollyon.
His is the exaction of the apostle,
who speaks but for Christ, when he
says-"Whosoever will come after me,
let him deny himself, and take up his
cross and follow me." His is the ambition of the high master-spirit, which
aims to fill a place in the first rank
of those who are redeemed from the
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earth-who stand without fault before
the throne of God; who share the last
mighty victories of the Lamb; who
are called, and chosen, and faithful. ... "
Himself has hitherto sufficed to the
toil; and the toil draws near its close;
his glorious sun hastens to its setting.
The last letter I received from him
drew from my eyes human tears, and
yet filled my heart with Divine joy:
he anticipated his sure reward, his
incorruptible crown. I know that a
stranger's hand will write to me next,
to say that the good and faithful
servant has been called at length into
the joy of his Lord. And why weep
for this? No fear of death will darken
St. John's last hour: his mind will be
unclouded; his heart will be undaunted; his hope will be sure; his faith
steadfast. His own words are a pledge
of this:"My Master," he says, "has forewarned me. Daily he announces more
distinctly,-'Surely I come quickly!'
and hourly I more eagerly respond,'Amen; even so come, Lord Jesus!'"

... a brief for the Tar Heel State

So You Don't
Like North Carolina~
By

FRANK FRESE

they have assured themselves that
they are not speaking to a native
-is: "How do you like North
Carolina?" This is a dead giveaway, and the expected and most
common answer is, "I don't."

is generally conceded that,
during the war, North Carolina had more than her share of
military posts, camps, and basesand still has. These have brought
her an unusual number of "visitors" from all sections of our
country where, invariably, it was
better because in military life the
status quo is always the worst.
Since various impressions of the
state must have radiated somewhat .among CRESSET readers by
this time, I should like, as a neutral in the case, to share a few
gripes, risk a few modifications,
and even dare to sing a few
praises. My visit here is also somewhat enforced, but non-military,
and therefore my impressions,
though often in sympathy with
the various factors of military
life, are not greatly influenced by
them.
The most frequent question
put by new arrivals-that is, after

I
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Speaking in the first person, we
don't like the c0mplacent approach of many of the citizens
of North Carolina to the obvious
problems of the state. It's the attitude of laissez faire that burns
us up. The fact that undulant
fever is communicated through
unpasteurized milk is no good reason for drinking pasteurized milk
in N. C. After all, raw milk tastes
better: that is the deciding factor.
And anyone who wants to take
the precaution of insisting on pasteurized milk for himself and his
child is just a little "touched," or
he must be one of those so-and-so
Yankees. Ask for pasteurized milk,
16
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and the raw milk is shoved under
your nose with a flourish of drinkit-or-els~. This is just one example
which could be duplicated in
dozens of other fields. It can't be
said of everyone, but the attitude
is far too prevalent.
Neither do we like the premium placed on tradition, family
background, and the past. While
I am assured by my North Carolinian friends that it isn't as bad
here as in adjacent states, it is
here. It isn't the love for the historic that gets us, · but the way it
is emphasized above the need of
the present. Who one's ancestors
were seems more important than
what one is oneself; what happened here in the past seems more
consequential than the good one
might be doing now. Present failings are quickly tucked behind
family background. Instead of
facing squarely the obvious situation of lack of progress and inequality, one somewhat self-righteously pats the arm of an old
chair or some other heirloom
which belonged to a famous (or
infamous, it doesn't matter) ancestor, bolstering one's erroneous
conviction by reveling in the past.
That Colonial Governor Tryon
was chiefly known for his cruelty
doesn't keep a city from naming
its main street after him; and that
Colonial Governor Eden received
his share of loot from the infamous pirate Blackbeard and his

swift-heeled ship "Adventure"
doesn't seem to matter so long as
he was a native son.
2.

But my intention is not the
heaping of gripes, but rather their
modification. Most of our dislikes
of North Carolina are altogether
without reasonable foundation.
For example, most of_ the things
I intend to list under "one" I
must place under "two" when
viewed without bias. Let's be fair.
There is nothing that can cause
so much ill will as an unjust criticism and a snap judgment.
We don't like North Carolina
because it isn't as good as home.
How could it be when "home is
where the heart is"? To a person
in military life no place short of
heaven is any good because it
isn't home (fortunately heaven is
also known as home), and only a
furlough home brings real relief
from the military grind. And that
goes for the Tar Heel stationed
in your state: he's just as anxious
to get to North Carolina as many
stationed here are to get away
from it.
We don't like the congestion in
the streets and the crowded living
quarters. We don't like the short,
sometimes impudent, way our requests for living quarters are answered. Suppose our own home
town were suddenly tripled in
population but that no provision
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could be made for the expansion
of all facilities necessary for handling this multitude. Suppose we
had to stand in line for half an
hour at the restaurant where our
place used to be waiting for us.
Suppose our quiet village were
suddenly turned into a horn-blowing, traffic-jammed metropolis.
Would we take it smiling? Then
suppose we were patriotically doing all we could for the folks that
had to be there, and then some
haughty miss came in from the big
city, wrinkled her nose a little as
we told her there were no rooms
available, and as she walked away
she would drop a remark to her
companion about this "small town
stuff," or "they should try this in
New York!" How long would it
be before our answers became
curt to good and bad alike? It
naturally makes folks wish that
everyone would go back home.
The same situation exists in the
congested military areas of all
states. When added to the dictation and surveillance necessary for
military reasons, these are the
things that hurt. They are the
proverbial straw which breaks the
camel's back. Human inclination
toward selfishness being what it is,
it's a wonder the break didn't
come sooner and that the cleavage
isn't wider. The worst of it is that
it revives the dormant thought
that there is a vast difference between Yankee and Southerner and

subtly suggests that the imaginary
Mason and Dixon line be replaced by something a good deal
more in keeping with the names
of Siegfried or Maginot.
Or perhaps we don't like the
shocking scenes of poverty, the
shacks, and the filth. So long as
there are slums in New York and
Chicago there isn't much we can
say. The trouble is that we are
laissez faire about these things at
home because they are familiar.
When we see them here in a little different garb we condemn.
"But they even have ox teams
down here!" ... I know, brother;
that's just what I said at first. But
there are plenty of folks on Halsted Street who would feel like
kings if they had an ox to drive
and a little shack in the woods
where the fragrance of wild flowers would supplant the fetid scent
of the gutter.
We don't like the way they
drive. It burns us up to have so
many make a right turn in front
of us from the inside lane and
vice versa, or to stop the car on
the highway without taking to the
shoulder. Well, there are few accidents chiefly because they all observe the basic law of the road
never to trust the other driver. In
time they'll be more careful, but
for the present some of them like
it here because they don't have to
watch every move they make.
Many of them go to New York
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more frequently than you or I (if
that is any kind of criterion; but
I suppose in Jonah's day going to
Nineveh was the thing to do) .
Sometimes I suspect that they are
a few steps ahead of the rest of
us: they are free, and we are the
slaves.
Speaking of driving, I don't
like the pigs and chickens on the
highways. They're a hazard, not
to say a very definite annoyance.
And when I see the pigs calmly
chawing away at the tarvia I wonder whether complacency has no
limits. Even the dogs harbor a
contempt for speed and progress
(if the two may be identified).
Thinking a dead dog lay in the
road I crossed over him without
touching him with the wheels.
When I was halfway over he
jumped up, bumped the frame,
and ran yelping down the road.
What he said about these Yankees
isn't to be printed in the staid
pages of THE CRESSET.
Before we say that we don't like
North Carolina, let's be sure our
judgment is based on fact and not
on prejudice, and that we ourselves are not to blame. The pattern will impress us: China balls,
magnolia, cemeteries in the cotton, cheap labor, people walking
on the highways, adults bare-footed, wealth and poverty, culture
and ignorance, courtesy and rudeness. Season the impressions well
with tolerance and fairness to pre-

vent the corruption of prejudice.
Let impressions be modified by
facts and judgment by the love
of truth.

3·

So you don't like North Carolina? No other state has the variety of scenery to make every day
living enjoyable. It has everything from the mountains to the
ocean and all the intermediate
stages. The people of the various
sections present the same variety;
the vegetation and wild life the
most variegated pattern.
Have you ever taken the boat
from historic Fort Macon to
checkered Cape Lookout lighthouse? Have you put into the
calm little port at Okracoke, famous hideout of pirate Blackbeard, or left it by the light of
the planets? Have you seen the
vast tidal flats, winter resort of
many a goose or duck which migrates to lands which Peary,
Amundsen, and Byrd risked their
lives to see? Have you li:ved near
the swamps where for weeks, day
and night, the air is heavily perfumed with the fragrance of
honeysuckle? Have you taken notice of the many delicate shades
of the leaves in spring, hues too
dainty ever to be recorded by
brush or color-photo? Have you
seen the roses in the parkways of
four-lane highways approaching
the cities on the Piedmont? Haven 't you noticed the dogwood, the
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Spanish moss, the tulip trees, the
wisteria creating a blue cloud in
the pine forest? Haven't you seen
the blackwater of the ·swamps mirroring everything perfectly, yet
clear as sauterne or champagne?
Haven't you felt kin to an eagle
fledgling in his nest as you rested
on a magic carpet of grass in some
lofty mountain valley? Haven't
you sensed the kinship of all mankind when, after a hard climb,
some poor mountaineer let you
drink the matchless water of his
excellent spring? Or haven't you
been driven very humbly to thank

God for all the beauty He has
created for us as you gazed over
the ranges of blue, mist-veiled
mountains? Haven't you seen
those mountains blanketed with
flowers of azalea, laurel, and rhododendron in the spring, or seen
them in fall alive with all the
colors the divine Artist could conceive?
Where shall we stop? If we
don't like North Carolina, it may
be that circumstances have so
forced us to give attention to the
need of the hour that we have lost
sight of God's handiwork.

THE
I.S.'ftCii".r&

ASTR 0LABE
By
THEODORE GRAEBNER

NOW, THIS BRITISH
IMPERIALISM
"The greatest aggressor in all
modern history has been the
British Empire. That Empire is
the despotic, arbitrary and sometimes tyrannical ruler of almost
half a billion people." I am quoting from a speech by former Senator Nye, during the debate on the
Lend-Lease Bill.
Obviously, in view of the alignment of nations which is shaping
up during the Paris Big Four conferences, and which, by the time
these lines are printed, may lead
to a new grouping of powers mutually hostile, if not at the threshold of World War III, it is of
vital concern to every thinking
American to know whether this
picture of Britain is a true picture. For on the verdict depends
whether America is aiding justice
or injustice, freedom or mere imperialist advantage.

A
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Wendell Willkie, in his global
speech, made the point:
We Americans are still too apt to
think and speak of the British Empire.
We must recognize the truth, that
in vast areas of the world there is no
longer any British Empire, but instead a proud Commonwealth of Free
Nations.

Now just what are the facts?
The facts are that Great Britain does not "own" the empire
at all.
There is no "Empire" composed of England and her overseas "possessions." Neither from
Canada, nor Australia, nor South
Africa, nor New Zealand, nor
Newfoundland, nor Ireland does
the British Government draw any
tribute or taxes whatsoever. All of
these colonies have during the last
seventy years become independent
states.
Most readers simply do not be-
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lieve this. They will say that it is
a "wrong opinion," when it is no
opinion at all but simply historic
fact. Typical of a certain large
area of American judgment is the
following from the New York
I ournal-A merican:
England never abandons anything
-never any commercial benefit, never
any military advantage, never any
valuable territory, never any strategic
harbor. . . . Can anybody imagine
England's giving up the great gold
lands of the Rand? Certainly not.

Now what is the "Rand"? The
reference is to the greatest deposit
of gold ore in the known world.
Five billion dollars worth have
been taken out since its discovery,
and it today produces one half of
all the gold mined in the world.
"Can anybody imagine England's
giving up the great gold lands of
the Rand?" Well, that is exactly
what England did more than 35
years ago. At that time the authority of the British governrp.ent
over them was completely surrendered to the South African Parliament, so that today Britain has
no more power over the mines of
the Rand than it has over those
of Colorado. If it cares to do so,
South Africa can tax the property
of British investors in the Rand
mines exactly as Mexico taxed
the American control of oil stock
in Mexican wells out of existence.

THE END OF HUMAN
SLAVERY
~ Let us get back to the syndicated column in the New
York I ournal-A merican once
more. {{England never abandons
anything·-n.ever any commercial
benefit."
The writer has forgotten the
Emancipation Act, by which parliament destroyed the slave tr~de,
which was once a main source of
income to the British ship owners. This was 30 years before we
fought our civil war on the same
issue. England paid a hundred
million dollars to set free the
slaves then living under its trading privileges. Then parliament
abolished the whole horrible business by destroying the property
rights under which owners could
hold title to · slaves.
{(Never any strategic harbors"
-? To the end of the war, the
Irish parliament refused to permit the British government to use
the harbors in southern Ireland,
harbors of life-and-death strategic
importance for Great Britain.
This refusal cost Britain many a
ship and many a life.
Anglophobes have a habit of
refusing to acknowledge large scale
historic f.tcts as important as the
achievement of the independence
of the United States. For, after all,
the Statute of Westminster in 1931
was the declaration of independ-
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ence of some six nations (with
more to come), embracing nearly
ten times as many people as were
living in the thirteen Colonies
when they got their independence.
Its explicit terms have left the Dominions in no way subject to the
government of Britain: "No law
hereafter made by the Parliament
of the United Kingdom shall extend to any of the Dominions as
part of the law of that Dominion.
"
What, in view of this, becomes
of the myth of British "Imperialism"? Each of these dominions
now has its own parliament, its
own army, its own navy, its own
laws regulating tariff on imports
and exports, its own immigration
laws, each maintaining diplomatic relations with Great Britain and other countries. Not from
a single one of these does Great
Britain exa~t any tax or tribute.
It exerts no pressure, has no influence except that of loyalty to
the colonial system, and each of
the dominions might have stayed
out of "Vorld War II.
How many are aware that for
twenty years India has made her
own tariff, and has used that tariff-making power again and again
to exclude British goods; and
that, even when Britain controlled India's tariff, the Indian
market was open to the whole
world on equa] terms, Britain
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claiming no advantage for herself?

AS FOR INDIA
~Two memorable dates must
. b e kept in mind as a background for a fair and reasonable
consideration of the place of India in the British Commonwealth
of Nations.
· On December 31, 1599, Queen
Elizabeth granted to a company
of London merchants a charter,
the original basis of the East
India Company, for trade with
the East Indies. In the year 1606,
the London Company was chartered, with the right to trade in
Virginia, named after the virgin
queen, and in territory reaching
from North Carolina to a line
running through Trenton, N . J.
In 1620 the Pilgrim Fathers,
bound for Virginia, landed from
the Mayflower at Plymouth Rock.
The grant of these two charters
determined the destiny of India
and the United States to be
linked up with the Protestant
English and not the Roman Catholic French, Spanish, or Portuguese.
By 1620 the capital of the East
India Company had risen from
thirty thousand to four hundred
thousand pounds, or fifteen-fold
i:t;J- twenty years, and their original trading post at Surat had
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multiplied so that they were
spread all over India.
When Lord Cornwallis capitulated at Yorktown October 19,
1781, with him fell the English
cause in the United States. But in
1786 he was appointed Governor
General of India and by 1793 had
added a much larger, richer, and
more populous territory to England than it had lost in the Revolutionary War ..
Mr. H. F. Laflamme, who
knows whereof he speaks when he
discusses conditions in India, said
in 1942:
In the year 1937 the eleven provinces of British India received home
rule, by which 296 millions of people
occupying 69o,ooo square miles took
official control of all their affairs. For
two years they cooperated in acquiring what the British had been schooling them to for 350 years with the
full hope of their being able to take
a place with the other four Dominions in the Commonwealth. But
a little group of self-willed and headstrong politicians, the Congress party (not the Congress of India by any
means, but a party representing not
more than four millions of the peoples of India) , went on a sit-down
strike, withdrew from the government of the eleven provinces, and
hoped to force the British into giving
over the destiny of India to them.
The people of India have received
from the British practically all the
power the self-governing dominions
now possess. But the British will not

be forced into betraying the trust
that is reposed in them by the Mohammedans, numbering 68 millions,
and the Indian States with 93 millions
of people, or the out-caste classes of
whom there are 50 millions, and the
Christians, six and one-half millions
in all, or a total of about 220 millions
who do not want the British to leave
them to a very uncertain fate. The
mass of the people of India are quite
content with the status quo and the
British have no intention of coercing
the people of India into an agreement not desired by the vast majority
of her people. Nor will they surrender the right to determine the destiny
of the whole people into the hands of
that small section of India known as
the "Congress Party."

THE GUARANTEES
OF BRITISH LAW
It should not be impossible
~for a sheep as for a lamb. I
the working out of a superior system of government. At least, we
know what it means to be governed by politicians. Anyone who
has the least acquaintance with
Canadian affairs knows that Canada is governed not by politicians
but by law. This has certain advantages. American business suffered the unforgettable disgrace
of the "Bank Holiday" in 1933,
when countless banks became insolvent, while on the other side of
the line, in Canada, not a single
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bank closed its doors. Also Australia, South Africa and New Zealand are governed not by the politicians, but by law.
This is well illustrated by the
manner in which Great Britain is
preparing the peoples of India
for self-government. How far they
have gone that way may be gathered from the fact that in the government of a country of nearly
400 million people there are barely 1ooo British officials. In the
making of laws, the work of the
courts, the management of the
cities, of the public utilities, the
schools, the hospitals, not one in
a thousand employees is British.
The rest are I1,1dian.
·
Under British rule, India has
built 36,qoo ·miles of railroad
which have enormously diminished famine by quick carriage of
grain. If the building of these
railroads had depended upon Indian capital, most of them would
never have been built at all. India's irrigation system is now the
greatest in the world. Over 2o,ooo
miles of canals are operated in the
Punjab alone, and over 14 million acres are irrigated in the
country as a whole. Under one
s.i ngle project-that of the Bhakra
Dam which will be 394 feet high
-the area to be irrigated will be
four times the whole irrigated
area of Egypt.
Anyone who is willing to give
this matter a second thought will
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be forced to the conclusion that
the capital necessary for these
projects could never have been
found without the guarantee of
the British government, based on
the stabilities provided by the
common law.
When American Lutherans
were about to plant a missionary
enterprise among the natives of
Africa, they looked about in the
various territories held on the
African continent by the nations
of Europe. They examined the
guarantees for safety of persons
and property under which an
American missionary society
might do its work in the areas of
the African continent governed
by the Belgian officials in Congoland, by the French, the Italians,
and Portuguese in North and
East Africa, and by Great Britain
in Uganda and in Nigeria. They
found that the only territories in
which missionary work could be
done without casting the entire
enterprise upon the whim of
some politician or official was that
part of Africa administered under
British law.
The late William Jennings Bryan was not an Anglophile. But
when he returned from his sightseeing trip around the world, and
the reporters at the dock asked
him what impressed him as the
greatest thing in all the world, his
answer was: "The colonial system
of England."
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THE CULLINAN DIAMOND
0 ne might as well be hanged
for a sheep as for a lamb. I
•
will close this dissertation on
"perfidious Albion" by telling the
story of the Cullinan Diamond.
About 50 years ago political
grievances which had commenced
almost 25 years earlier flared up
in a war between the Transvaal
Republic and Great Britain (the
Boer War, 18gg-1go2). All the
world's sympathy was with Oom
Paul Krueger and his doughty
Dutch colonies in the rich South
African territory which stood in
the way of Cecil Rhodes, the diamond king and prime minister of
the Cape Colony, who aimed at
establishment of all South Africa
under the British flag. When by
the failure of his premature Jameson raid into Transvaal he was
disclosed as instigator of an attack
upon the government of a friendly nation, Rhodes was forced to
resign the premiership. But the
Boer War ensued, which ended
with the defeat of the Dutch. I
remember writing some powerful
letters to the newspapers about
the "ruthless imperialism" of England, "destroyer of the freedom"
of the Transvaal Republic, and
so on. The Boers were finished in
1902. I haven't yet overcome the

effect of the shock experienced
when five years later the citizens
of the former Boer Republic by
public subscription purchased the
Cullinan diamond for $5,ooo,ooo
and made a gift of it to the British crown.

IDENTITY OF "NOAH'S ARK"
£The account of the finding of
-Noah's Ark on Mt. Ararat has
our complete skepticism because
not one of the reported discoverers of the relic (as told in the
August, 1946, issue of CRESSET) can
be identified in any work of reference; and because of the inherent impossibilities of the story.
Climbing M t. Ararat is a feasible
task for possibly a dozen human
beings (outside of Switzerland),
equipped with every mechanical
device for climbing ice-covered
peaks. Anyone climbing to the
peak and discovering the Ark
would rate unlimited space in all
the archeological journals of the
world, not one of which has recorded the finding of the Ark.
All the genuine evidence from
archeology and history has been
found on the side of Bible truth.
The cause of confidence in the
Bible is not aided by evidence of
doubtful origin.

I

~ AND MUSIC MAKERS
Some Treasured Recordings
(CONTINUED]

By WALTER A. HANSEN

{\Does music have therapeutic
--properties? Could Schumann's
Triiumerei, for example, give surcease from an annoying case of
mumps? Could Beethoven's Emperor Concerto bring a carbuncle
to a head? Could Chopin's Military Polonaise be a cure for athlete's foot? <;:auld Wagner's Rienzi Overture relieve hayfever?
Could Stravinsky's Fireworks
drive away German measles, dyspepsia, backache, or hydrophobia? Could one, or perhaps two,
of Bach's Brandenburg Concertos
conjure away the pain caused by
a sprained ankle or an ingrown
toenail?
Unfortunately, I am unable to
give complete and fully satisfying
answers to such questions; but l
do know that one, or perhaps
two, of Bach's Brandenburg Concertos could have a tendency to
bring temporary relief from the
discomfort occasioned by a
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sprained ankle or an ingrown toenail if the person with the sprain
or the trouble-making nail happened to be fond of Bach's music.
i am convinced, however, that the
degree of surcease would be determined in large measure by the
quality of the playing. It is more
than probable that poor or execrable readings of the Bachian
works would aggravate the pain
and, at the same time, induce discomfort in other parts of the
anatomy of the afflicted Bach addict. In like manner one, or perhaps two, of the Brandenburg
Concertos, no matter how well
or how atrociously performed,
would, in all likelihood, cause a
confirmed Bach hater to froth at
the mouth and to reach for the
nearest missile.
What, then, shall one do? Obviously, it will be necessary to put
the therapeutic proper.ties of music to the test of resorting to the
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age-old trial-and-error method of
experimentation. Before doing so
let us simplify the procedure by
calling the individual with the
sprained ankle or the ingrown
toenail the Sprainee or the Ingrownee. On second thought,
however, it will be better, I think,
to experiment with two Sprainees
or two Ingrownees.
"The pain is excruciating,"
says Sprainee or Ingrownee No.
1, "but I'm willing to serve as a
guinea pig. I've made up my
mind to find out for myself what,
if anything, music can do to relieve my suffering."
"I'm with you, " declares
Sprainee or Ingrownee No. 2.
"Fine," says the ardent champion of musical therapeutics who
supervises the experiment. "Let's
try one, or perhaps two, of Bach's
Brandenbw·g Concertos."
"Not on your life!'' shouts
Sprainee or Ingrownee No. 1. "I
loathe Bach."
"On the contrary, I don't,''
says Sprainee or Ingrownee No. 2.
''I'm all ears. I adore Bach."
"Let's, be completely unprejudiced as we gird our loins for the
experiment," cautions the firm believer in the curative propensities
of the tonal art. "You shall have
Bach."
What happens after Sprainee
or Ingrownee No. 1 and Sprainee
or Ingrownee No. 2 have listened

to one, or perhaps two, of Bach's
Brandenburg Concertos?
Well, it is safe to say that No.
1 will state, "I'm unable to tell
what has been worse-the pain or
the music. I'm sure, however, that
Bach has intensified my discomfort."
"You're a queer person," puts
in No. 2. "Bach caused me to be
oblivious to pain. Why? Because
his music, on which I dote, was
performed with outstanding skill
and understanding. If, however,
it had been played in an atrocious
manner, the very opposite would ,
be true."
"Shall we try Is You Is Or Is
You Ain't My Baby?" asks the
specialist in tonal therapeutics.
"By all means!" shouts No. 1.
"No!" roars No. 2.
"Calm yourselves," says the specialist. "We must be dispassionate; we must be objective to the
nth degree."
What is the result?
The reactions are reversed.
Try, Try Again
1\ Sprainee or Ingrownee No. t
•. and No. 2 are subjected to
protracted experimentation. The
specialist tries Beethoven's Leonore Overture No. 3, Stephen Foster's Old Folks at Home, Mozart's
Coronation Concerto, Saint-Saens'
Carnival of the Animals, Hindemith's Mathis der Maler, the Sextet from Donizetti's Lucia, Sousa's
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Stars and Stripes Forever~ Victor the art-or the science-of musical
Herbert's Kiss Me Again~ some therapeutics; but I suspect that
downright corn, and a few exam- no small amount of undiluted
ples of the finest in boogie-woo- balderdash has been palmed off
on gullible readers, listeners, and
gie.
Now and then there are slight sufferers by those who lose their
traces of common ground as the sense of balance and become altopatients react, in all honesty and gether too sanguine when they
objectivity, to the music; but the think of the tonal art as a suboverlapping is so faint that the stitute for medicine or surgery.
specialist, who is longing to prove Everyone knows that some music
his point, is almost ready to soothes one's nerves and that oththrow up his hands in despair. er music sets one's nerves on edge.
Suddenly he has a happy thought. What is balm for me may be gall
"Let's sing Three Blind Mice and wormwood to you; what
together," he says, "and let's sing pleases you may annoy me. After
it in the form of a round. Begin, all, the art-or the science-of givNo. 1."
ing surcease from pain and worry
No. 1 begins, No. 2 intones the by means of music is nothing
little melody when his turn new. It is as old as the hills. But
comes, and the specialist enters just as aspirin may be poison for
as soon as it is proper for him to Mr. A and a boon for Mr. B so
do so. The trio sings the merry ·one, or perhaps two, of Bach's
canon with full-throated enthusi- Brandenburg Concertos may be
asm. No. 1 and No. 2 forget their venom for Mr. C and solace for
discomfort for the time being, ~fr. D. Taste, you see, plays an
and even the plodding devotee of important role in musical theramusical -therapeutics is carried peutics. To rule it out as nonesaway by the fun. "There we have sential would be the height of
it," he says. "I've proved that mu- folly.
sic is good for pain." For one reaWhat happens when one unson or another he fails to realize dertakes to cure or relieve indisthat he might have accomplished posed musicians with music?
the same end by means of a de- Well, let us assume for the sake
tective story, a game of three- of argument that Sir Thomas
handed pinochle, a movie, or Beecham has a tummyache and
with forty-eleven other devices.
that he decides to go to Mozart
I admit in all candor and, if for relief instead of resorting to
you please, in all obtuseness that the pills made famous by his fathI know little or nothing about er. "I want to hear Mozart's Sym-
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phony in G Minor," says the wellknown conductor. A recording of
the work is played for the maestro
-a recording of a reading by Arturo Toscanini. Does the tummyache vanish into thin air, or is it
aggravated? Who knows? If Sir
Thomas happens to like Toscanini's exposition of the symphony,
there may be relief in the twinkling of an eye; but if the reading
displeases him and causes him to
see red, the pain is likely to grow
worse. If, however, neither pleasure nor displeasure in the performance affects the recalcitrant
tummy in any way at all, it may
be necessary for Sir Thomas to
call for Beecham's Pills just as
Old King Cole was wont to call
for his pipe and his bowl.
Wait a moment! Let us not forget that Old King Cole used to
summon his fiddlers three. I wonder if that merry old soul was in
the habit of calling for the fiddlers when his gall bladder went
on a rampage, when his nose refused pointblank to stop running,
or when, as sometimes happened,
he imagined that he was getting
smallpox. Maybe. Maybe not. At
all events, it is entirely safe to
take for granted that Old King
Cole often obtained relief from
minor discomforts or from worry
by listening to his fiddlers three
as well as by indulging in his pipe
and in his bow1. One need not be
a famous historian to make such

a statement with all possible assurance and without resorting to
ifs and buts of any kind. Furthermore, one is forced, I believe, to
conclude that the fiddlers three,
no less than the pipe and the
bowl, played an important part
in making 0 ld King Cole the
merry old soul that he was.
A Remedy for Insomnia

t\
.J.

Here, by the way, is a suggestion for surcease from sleeplessness:
Oft in the stilly night, ere slumber's chains have bound me, the
thougl~t of what Old King Cole's
fiddlers three used to play has
caused me deep concern. "What
tunes," I ask myself, "did they saw
from the strings of those three
famous instruments?" Then I give
free rein to my imagination. I
try to devise morris- dances and
roundelays a Ia Cole. If my sleeplessness persists, I sometimes attempt to concoct fugues-Colesque
fugues, if you please-with three
voices even though I am sure that
the old gentleman's fiddlers three
knew little or nothing about
fugues in the Bachian sense.
When I have reached that point,
slumber's chains invariably begin
to bind me. Consequently, I am
compelled to conclude that music
has the power to induce sleepprovided that it is the type of music which, at the moment, happens
to strike one's fancy.
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Incidentally, are you able to themes in the score. The wondermention any compositions that ful peroration of Don Quixote
deal specifically with sickness? I (Victor Album 720. The Philado not mean the lovesickness delphia Symphony Orchestra unwhich has a way of creeping into der Eugene Ormandy) has to do
thousands upon thousands of with the .death of the knight, and
songs, nor am I thinking of the in Also Sprach Zarathustra (Vicmorbidness which characterizes tor Album 257. The Boston Symsome of the music written by phony Orchestra under Serge
Tchaikovsky and other composers. Koussevitsky) there is a string pasF'urthermore, I am not referring sage referred to as "Der Geneto those two widely known operas, sende" ("The Convalescent"). SiVerdi's La Traviata and Puccini's belius' Valse Triste (Victor disc
La Boheme, in which the lustily 14726. The Philadelphia Symsinging heroines are in the throe's phony Orchestra under Stokowski) was compose~ to be perof galloping consumption.
Is it not true that most devotees formed in conjunction with a
of the tonal art would be hard death scene in Kuolema, a play
put to it to mention compositions written by Arvid J arnefel t, a
that are based to any extent at all brother-in-law of the master. Mayon sickness? Offhand I am able to be one should mention Berlioz'
name only four works of such a Fantastic Symphony, in which as
nature. Three are from the pen the able Frenchman himself
of Richard Strauss, and one was states, "a young man of morbid
written by Jean Sibelius. In sensibility and ardent imagi·naStrauss's Tod und Verkliirung tion poisons himself with opium
(Death and Transfiguration) a dy- in a fit of amorous despair."
I do not pretend to have made
ing man lies on his bed in a little room which is faintly lighted mention of every composition
by the stump of a candle (Victor dealing specifically with illness of
Album 1oo6. The New York City one kind or another;· but I need
Symphony Orchestra under Leo- not hesitate to say that, for obpold Stokowski). A commentator vious reasons, the number of such
named \Vilhelm Mauke has actu- works is bound to be exceedingly
ally discovered two distinct fever small.
(TO BE CONTINUED)
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RECENT RECORDINGS

SEBASTIAN BAcH. Brandenburg Concertos No. 3 and 4· Prelude in E, from the Violin Sonata
No. 6, orchestrated by Pick Mangiagalli. The Boston Symphony Orchestra under Serge Koussevitzky.Crystal-clear expositions of these
imperishable masterpieces. The
playing of the orchestra has the
sheen which is the natural res\llt of
instrumental mastery. Victor Album 1050. $5.07.

JoHANN

Ah! Dite Alia Ciavine and lmponete, from the second act of La Traviata. Licia Albanese, soprano, and Robert Merrill, baritone, with the Victor Orchestra under Frieder Weissmann.
-These two well-known excerpts
from one of the most popular of
the Italian operas are sung with
exceptional vocal skill and with an
exemplary sense of style. Victor
disc 11-9175. $1.05.

GUISEPPE VERDI.

ScHUMANN. Der Nussbaum
and Stille Triinen. Marian Anderson, contralto, with Franz Rupp at
the piano.-The singing of Miss
Anderson, as well as the playing of
Mr. Rupp, reveals a thorough understanding of the magic inherent
in the German lied at its best. Victor disc 11-9173· $1.05.

RoBERT

Hungarian Dances
No. z7, 6, 5, 7, 8, and I. Erica Morini, violinist, with Artur Balsam at
the piano.-Miss Morini and Mr.
Balsam project the spirit of these
spine-tingling dances with sensitive
artistry. The recording is particularly fine. Victor Album 1053.

JoHANNES BRAHMS.

$3· 1 5·
STRAuss. Village Swallows
Waltzes. The Boston "Pops" orchestra under Arthur Fiedler.-A
praiseworthy reading of a thoroughly delightful composition. Victor
disc 11-9189. $1.05.
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School Begins
Children are the keys of Paradise;
Tlte)' alone are good and wise,
Because their thoughts, their very lives, are praya.
R. H. STODDARD, The Children's Prayer
N

the cycle of the year there is no time except perhaps the

Christmastide when the heart of the world turns so instinctively
Ito the
child and the problems of childhood as it does when school

begins.
The carefree girl and the playful boy must learn something of
the ways of the world. They are now to become useful members of
society by learning how to read and write, to think clearly and
well, and to organize their endeavors around a real purpose in life.
It is only within the last twenty-five years that any real attention
has been paid to the child as a child. Before that time he was
regarded more or less as an undeveloped adult, and the problem
was to bring him to adult manners and adult thinking as quickly
as possible without regard for the pain of the processes by which
this was accomplished.
The artists who have painted the child from earliest times gave
us some idea of the various concepts regarding children. At first
there was no attempt among the Renaissance artists to make the
child real. Then the Dutch and the Germans began to paint them
as they saw them. The great Italian and German bankers wanted
their children in their pictures to mirror the social standards and
ambitions of the parents. This is expressed largely in the way in
which the children are dressed. Most of the faces reveal a rather
pathetic expression. Most of the portraits done by the great painters
are of children whose social position is strongly emphasized. The
only time that we find naturalness creeping in is when they painted
thejr own children.
Another fault with the pictures of children is the fact that almost
all of them touch the bright side of the children's life and that
scarcely anyone except Hogarth has dared to portray the social
problems of the unprotected child. You say there are no new fields
for artists? If we could engage only one truly great artist to paint
with a social conscience the lost children of our postwar world, we
would have an historic document and treasure beyond price.
ADALBERT

R.

K.RETZMANN.

-<:o'f"tesy Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York

"Portrait from an Egyptian Mummy-Case"
Painted about the ·second century,

A.D.

-courtesy Metropolitan Museum of Art, New

"The Magnificat"
Sandro Botticelli

I

Yor~

-Photo by Jo Jonas, New York City

"Titus, 1648"
Rembrandt's portrait of his own little son.

I

.--- -

- Courusy Metropolitan Museum of Art, Nct/J York

"Nicolaus Rubens, about 1620"
Rubens' picture of his little son.

I

-courtesy Mt:tropolitan MuSt:um of Art, Nt:w York

"Youth"
Jacques Louis David

I

--<:oll~ction

Percy Moore Turner . London

"Litde Girl Studying"
Corot's conception of a little girl a century ago. ·

I

- COtlrlt:sy Mt:tropolitan Must:um of .-frt, Nt:u' York.

"Little Boy Writing"
Auguste Renoir

I
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Southern Idyll
DELTA WEDDING. By Eudora
Welty. Harcourt, Brace and Company, New York. 1946. 247 pages.
$2.75·

tQ

there's always so much-so
much happening here!' she
cried contentedly. . . ." The Fairchilds' plantation, Shellmound, resounded with the delighted confusion of eight children , from Dabney,
the bride, to little Bluet, several
great-aunts, various visiting uncles,
aunts, cousins, bridesmaids, beaux,
and a battery of negro servants. Miss
Welty's novel covers the week preceding Dabney's wedding. Since everytl:~ing each person does or says is a
source of delight to all the other Fairchilds, these minute-to-minute activities are what make up their lives and
the book. Matters of potentially greater import-Robbie's desperate parting
from George and her return-are easily reduced by the Fairchilds to less
menacing dimensions. In fact, the
whole outside world has an unreal existence for them; as one cousin observes, when they are together at
tt

H,
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Shellmound it seems as though everything they had ever done elsewhere-going to college, fighting in
the war-had never taken place.
The book consists, then, of the
presentation and definition of the
life of a typical comfortably-circumstanced Southern plantation family.
(That they are representative is frequently indicated.) The boundaries
of Fairchild-ism are established by
the presence of various outsidersRobbie, the lower-middle-class wife
of George; the bridegroom, who is
the Fairchilds' overseer-for Dabney
is also "marrying beneath" her; the
beautiful little tramp, whom Ellen
and George variously encounter; the
dull minister, Mr. Rondo; Mary
Denis' Yankee husband; and, perhaps, Uncle Pinckney, a very wealthy
Memphis business man.
The essence of Fairchild-ism is
gaiety and graciousness. Where Miss
Welty seems to fail is in presenting
the impact of the outsiders on the
Fairchild way of life, and vice-versa.
We are told that Dabney saw in her
bridegroom certain qualities that her
family lacked and that she felt the
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need of; but Troy remains an almost comic figure, and these qualities
and Dabney's needs are never made
clear. Shelley, the oldest sister, seems
unhappy; but it is· not clear whether
she is simply jealous of the bride or
whether she feels restricted by the
pattern of Shellmound life. George, a
veteran, has achieved an outsider's
view of his family; but just what it is
that he sees must be guessed at. To
what extent do the gaiety and graciousness of :Fairchild-ism contribute
to the good life in Fairchilds and
surrounding human beings, and to
what extent do they dwarf or maim?
Miss Welty suggests these problems,
but she does not come to grips with
them.
The details of daily life-largely of
the children's daily life-are brightly
presented; one misses, however, Katherine Mansfield's consciousness of the
tragic element in childhood. The regional and period details-the time
of the story is 1923-are of considerable interest in themselves and are
important functional parts of a novel
whose characters are so conscious of
such things.

Doomsday in Kentucky
FORETASTE OF GLORY. By Jesse

Stuart. E. P. Dutton and Company,
Inc., New York. 1946. 256 pages.
$2.50.
ORETASTE OF GLORY is pretty typically Jesse Stuart. However, it is
F
not quite so much in the regionalistic vein as was Taps for Private Tussie. To be sure there is provincialism and local color a-plenty. But
while the book is concerned with the

small Kentucky hill town and its people, the picture is largely one of
almost any small town in almost any
remote Southern location. Stuart's
regionalism is not confined within
boundaries at all narrow.
Advertised as a novel, Foretaste of
Glory is more like a collection of
short stories, all strung on a single
thread. The incident which binds
the chapters together is a "cataclysmic spectacle" in the heavens, which
brightens the darkness of night surrounding Blakesburg. It may be, as
Reverend Whetstone tries to tell his
townsmen, ". . . only an aurora
borealis." However, the citizens are
not interested in big words. They
know this is the Day of Judgment;
they act accordingly.
The book is concerned with the
ways in which various persons prepare to meet their Maker. Attorney
Joe Oliver and Judge Allie Anderson make some startling confessions;
Old Glory Gardner prefers to take
his departure in the midst of a stirring speech; Uncle Sweeter Dabney
prepares to fiddle his way. out; Malinda Sprouse occupies her few remaining moments collecting debts.
So it goes through thirty-six humorous and tender chapters, each representing a person.
Fore taste of Glory is a panorama
of human character. We see how certain ordinary people prepare themselves for the end. Some turn to religion; some seek to realize unfulfilled desires; some embrace a stoic
attitude; some act as their environments have conditioned them to act.
In addition, Stuart makes clear the
philosophy of this Blake County hill
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town. It is a book of a place as well
as of human beings.
All in all, Foretaste of Glory is
a comfortable, homey, roots-in-theearth kind of story. It is satisfying
light reading. One wishes that somehow Stuart could have made his
novel seem a little more vital, important, and basic. A little more
depth and not so much breadth
might have been the answer.

For Posterity
THE •CIANO DIARIES: 1939-1943.
By Count Ciano. Doubleday and
Company, Inc., Garden City, New
York. 1946. 584 pages. $4.00.
HEN

The Ciano· Diaries were

W first published serially in
American newspapers, many people
were disappointed. Apparently they
expected to read detailed and unsavory accounts of Mussolini's love
life as well as an expose of the corruption rampant among the Fascist
palace guard.
Galeazzo Ciano, Mussolini's sonin-law, was Italian foreign minister
from 1936· to 1943. While he was a
creature of his times, and the times
in which he had his being were "the
least admirable mankind has known
for many centuries," his diary is a
factual account of Italian foreign relations during the heyday and subsequent decline of Fascism.
Several observations are made by a
reader of the Diaries:
x) The complete amorality of the age.
To Mussolini, Hitler, and their cohorts
concepts of righteousness and justice m
international relations were completely
unknown. Patently,. the two standards by
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which any action was judged were
"might makes right" and "the end justifies the means." And too often the ethical character of the "end" was dubious.
No scruple was shown in violating
treaties and breaking promises. The welfare of millions of people was arbitrarily
ignored in the starting of a war anrlfor
in the seizure of territory.
2) The subserviency of Mussolini to
Hitler. Mussolini's relationships with
Hitler resembled those existing between
the weakling and the bully in the neighborhood gang. The Italian dictator was
willing to prostitute the welfare of
Italy's millions in the interest of raising
himself in the esteem of the Fuehrer.
While in the presence of his sycophantic
coterie, the Duce minimized his subservience to the Germans ("The Germans
should allow themselves to be guided
by me if they do not want to pull unpardonable boners. In politics it is undeniable that I am more intelligent than
Hitler.") , in practice his every military
and diplomatic move was dictated by the
Germans.
3) The internal decay which destroyed
France long before the Panzer divisions
overran her. The attitude and activity
in Italy of the French diplomat, Francois-Poncet, mark him as the representative of a doomed and decadent country.
4) The dichotomy in Ciano. In private life Count Ciano exhibited all the
emotions of a normal human being. He
was willing to interrupt his busy schedule to visit with his children; he loved
his wife; the passing of his father and
sister affected him for a long period of
time. Yet in public life the sources of
kindness, sympathy, and justice in his
being were completely atrophied.

For the lover of the human interest
element in history there are revealing references to and evaluations of
the impeccable Sumner Welles, the
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decoration-loving Goering, the traitor Laval, the late Neville Chamberlain, and others who read their more
or less important lines in the drama
of international relations.
The book carries a detailed glossary of names and an introduction
by Sumner Welles.
The Ciano Diaries are foT posterity.

Non-Christian Pattern
THE CHRISTIAN PATTERN. By
Hugh Stevenson Tigner. The Macmillan Company, New York. 1946.
So pages. $1.50.
HE

author of this little book is a

Congregational minister. He was
T
past
he writes, and had been
~hirty,

in the ministry for nearly a decade
before it became clear to him what
Christianity specifically is. The discovery that he made he feels impelled to share with others. What,
then, was it that Tigner found to be
the essence of Christianity? It was
this: "The Christian life is a Godcentered pattern of faith and action
which can be outlined as indicated
by five words. And the words are:
worship, thanksgiving, humility, service (or sacrifice), and love." From
these five definitive words the chapter headings are drawn.
And what, when all is said, is
Christianity to Tigner? A set of directions for living in such manner
that we may bring our lives into a
more perfect accord with the will of
God and thereby make our peace
with Him. In other words, man must
save himself. The gospel 'is merely a
new law. Christ's work. on earth con-

sisted not in reconciling us to God
but in showing us how to win heaven
for ourselves.
What Tigner discovered to be the
essence of Christianity is, accordingly, not Christianity, but paganism.
Jesus, for him, is not God; His sacrifice is of no avail for us; God loves
us, not in His Son, but "for what
we have it in us to become" through
our own efforts. No wonder that Tigner writes, "The ·greatest sermon cannot speak to everybody's condition at
the same time." It certainly cannot
if it deals with mere moral disquisitions, be it done ever so aptly and
eloquently. But a sermon does speak
to everyone who will hear if it treats
of man's lost condition, of his utter
inability to save himself, and of the
free gift of eternal life which God'os
love offers to all who sincerely plead
the atoning sacrifice of His eternal
Son. That is the essence of Christianity. When it has found lodgment in
a human heart, the Christian life
grows out of it as the fruit out of
the vine. Apart from Christ, received
as the Savior from sin, men may lead
m9ral lives after the pattern of
Socrates, of Marcus Aurelius, of Confucius and others, but not after the
Christian pattern.

Forty Years Later
THE AMERIC..Alv RHODES
SCHOLARSHIPS. By Frank Aydelotte. Princeton University Press,
Princeton, N. J. 1946. $2 .oo.
IRECTOR

of the famed Princeton

Institute for Advanced Studies
D
and for almost thirty years American
Secretary to the Rhodes Trustees,

T
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Dr. Frank Aydelotte has provided the
American public with an informative, authoritative, and thoroughly
readable account of the origin and
influence of the Rhodes Scholarships.
Originally, Cecil Rhodes planned
to use his fortune to establish a secret society, patterned after the J esuuit order, with the aim of unifying
the British Empire and of effecting
a reunion between that Empire and
the United States of America. He
soon realized that such a plan was
not feasible and set up instead a
foundation which would enable
promising and gifted American
youths to attend Oxford.
In the forty years that have
elapsed since the establishment of
that foundation, a total of 1,106
American Rhodes Scholars have become the beneficiaries of Rhodes'
calculated generosity. Aydelotte lists
all 1,106 of them, including in the
list the American university, the Oxford college, and the present occupation of each.
Even a cursory examination of
that list finds such names as: Stringfellow Barr, President of St. John's
College; Joseph Brandt, President of
Henry Holt Co.; F. S. Bryant, Director and Vice-President, Standard Oil
Co. of California; E. D. Canham,
Editor of Christian Science Monitor;
C. R. Clason, Member of the House
of Representatives; W. S. Cushing of
Groton School, President Roosevelt's
teacher; Elmer Davis of CBS and
OWl; J.. Fischer, Editor of Harper's
Magazine; W. A. Fleet, Superintendent of Culver Military Academy; Senator J. vV. Fulbright; R. C. Gurney,
Master of the Hotchkiss School; S.
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K. Hornbeck, Ambassador to the
Netherlands; M. M. Knappen, author of Tudor Puritanism; Douglas
Miller, author of You Can't Do Business with Hitler; Christopher Morley,
among other things editor of Bartlett's Familiar Quotations,· C. E.
Saltzman, Vice-President and Secretary of the New York Stock Exchange; B. E. Schmitt, author of
The Coming of the War; W. L.
Sperry, Dean of the Divinity School
of Harvard University; Clarence K.
Streit, author of Union Now; and
many others.
British-American relations are, in
the eyes of many, the key to postwar understanding among nations.
If those relations continue to be cordial, not a little credit for that
achievement should go to the steady
flow of men who have built up such
relations for themselves and stimulated them in others-the men who
have studied at Oxford for the past
forty years because of the vision of
Cecil Rhodes.
J AROSLA V PELIKAN

The Age of Irritation
A FEW BRASS TACKS. By Louis
Bromfield. Harper & Brothers,
New York. 1946. 303 pages. $2.75.
BROMFIELD is a fiction writer and a farmer. But to affirm
his faith in "Western democracy, in
individualism, in free enterprise, in
Western civilization in the true
sense" (p. 54), he has turned his talents to economic history and to political economy.
Unfortunately, A Few Brass Tacks
is economic history analyzed by a

L
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fiction writer and political economy
propounded by a farmer. Admittedly, the contents of this book, "facts
known to a few men-the experts"
(p. 145) are not presented for "the
economist closeted behind a desk in
some college or university" (p. 14) ;
Bromfield has little sympathy for
"the desiccated specialists of our universities" (p. 300) .
As a result, the book suffers because of an analysis based upon misinformation. Several paragraphs seek
to set up a parallel between the decline of Rome and the decline of
"western civilization," both of which
are blamed upon the rise of an urban
culture (pp. 176-178). And yet the
author deplores the ·weakening of
the middle class (p. 207) -the same
middle class which arose from the
town and city life of the late medieval period! Nor will every reader accept Bromfield's parallel between
Kerenski and Lafayette (p. 290). His
allusions throughout the volume to
"Russian tradition, mysticism and
psychology" are strangely reminiscent
of the sophomoric babblings about
"the soul of Russia" which infect the
daily press. And when we are told
that Germany, "temperamentally at
least, has never really adapted itself
either to genuine Christianity or to
the aims of a civilization which began in Greece and passed westward
through the whole of the Western
world, save Germany" (p. 225) , it
seems clear that as economic or cultural history, A Few Brass Tacks is
nonsensical.
As a treatise on political economy,
it is not much better. "Throughout
the history of civilization the rapidly

inc.reasing growth of cities and of
dispossessed, property-less population
has been the forerunner of the political, economic and social decay of
nations"-so runs the author's thesis
(p. 17 5) . Rejecting both the money
theory of value and the labor theory
of value, he labels John Maynard
Lord Keynes, author of Economic
Consequences of the Peace~ The End
of Laissez-Faire, and his American
disciples "sentimentalists and fuzzy
thinkers of the Lady Bountiful
school" (p. 224); "the rather fusty
academic visions" of Karl Marx (p.
61), on the other hand, constitute "a
system of such aridity that it can
attt-act only the minds of the unbalanced or the unscrupulous" (p. 225)).
Rejecting both these economic
theories, Bromfield cast about for
something stable and steady, "some
base, solid and eternal, even perhaps
primitive, upon which to build the
structure of his own thought" (p. 7).
In this "Age of Irritation"-the
phrase recurs throughout-he came
to see that only the modern farmer
had conquered the machine and had
escaped being conquered by it; for
an observation of nature's ways in
fields and animals gives the farmer
"those fundamental values of philosophic balance, of respect for natural
law and for faith, which are so
largely lacking in our modern mechanical life and are disappearing
more and. more rapidly" (p. 299) .
But even the farmer can easily become the prey of ideologists opposed
to democracy which seek to organize
him and to repeal the poll tax (pp.
136-137), groups like the C. I. 0.,
which regards its policies "as a part
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of world-wide horizontal class warfare aimed at the leveling of all governments to a kind of universal state
socialism" (p. 261; italics his) .
Life in American cities is "hagridden with prejudice . . . largely a
round of beer parlors, poolrooms,
movie houses and brothels" (p. 190).
Nevertheless, "the power of choice
lies with man himself" (p. 235). But
that choice will most certainly be
incorrect without an adequate understanding of history, of the nature of
man and of the nature of society;
A Few Brass Tacks contributes very
little to such an understanding. It is
an important book not because it is
profound or accurate or stimulating, but only because it represents a
romanticism which Virgil sang 2,ooo
years ago for the sake of literary
excellence, but which has since taken
hold of many minds, including that
of Louis Bromfield.
J AROSLAV PELIKAN

Unpleasant Tale
BERNARD CLARE. By James T.
Farrell. The Vanguard Press, New
York. 1946. 367 pages. $2.75.

EGARDLESS of one's views on

James T. Farrell and his natR
uralism, it must be admitted that he
is one of the few novelists who has
remained true to his credo. Bernard
Clat;e, his latest book, is evidence of
this statement. With other writers
prostituting their art and ideas and
ideals, Farrell sticks to his guns.
Perhaps we cannot agree that life
is a rough, tough, sometimes vulgar,
always crude affair; however, we
must give credit to a man who feels,
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like Hazlitt more than a century ago,
that principles and convictions are
more important than critics' rave notices.
The story of young Bernard Clare
is not a pleasant one. It begins in
1927 (in this fact it seems a possible
continuation of My Days of Anger)
with Clare, a hopeful, non-published
writer from Chicago, trying to make
his literary mark in New York. Plot,
as such, is almost non-existent; episode follows episode. Failing to sell
his stories, Clare works in a cigar
store, living the while in a flop
house. Later, the selling of business
directories in Queens gives him more
time to write, which, of course, he is
not able to do, chiefly because he
does not understand himself or life.
Bitter in the beginning, he finally
becomes contemptuous of the world.
This feeling is heightened by the
moral chaos in which he finds himself after a love affair with an oversexed young woman, a wife and
mother, whom he picks up on the
street. After the liaison is broken up
by the husband, the young man succeeds pretty well in hating everybody
and in making everybody hate him.
His bitterness comes to a head in a
wild drunk; we last see him returning to Chicago, thumbing his nose at
the world.
No, not a pleasant picture. Rather
a Dreiser-like one of a world that
is violent, obscene, passionate, and
amoral. Though the book appears,
at first glance, to be a study of character, we feel that Farrell was striving for something broader, more general ·and universal than that. Without doubt, Clare's constant preoccu-
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pation with himself, his own motives
and feelings and ideas, becomes very
tiresome, the more so because Farrell
has never learned, or has never gotten the desire, to economize. Bernard
is quite a fellow; before the novel
ends, the reader begins to wish that
this were not true. Often, the cost of
reading is not worth what we receive
in return.
This does not mean that the book
is not a good one. It is, from an artistic, not a moral standpoint. It is
probably literature. And as the Pulitzer Prize judges will tell you, not
many modern novels fall in that category. Many of the scenes are excellent-as scenes. Little in American
literature will match the picture of
the washroom in the flop house, of
the mob waiting for the announcement of the execution of Sacco and
Vanetti, and of Bernard wrecking the
party. Few parties were ever treated
as this one-even in the mid-twenties.

Spotty Translations
BEDSIDE BOOK OF FAMOUS
FRENCH STORIES. Edited by
Belle Becker and Robert N . Linscott, with an Introduction by
Lewis Galantiere. Random House,
New York. 1945. 427 pages.
short stories by
of France's greatest
writers of the p ast century are included in this volume. The word
"bedside" in the title does scant justice to the stories, which would seem
to require closer attention than most
sheep-counting readers feel like . giving.
Among the stories are Balzac's An
WENTY -THREE
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Episode of the Terror; Flaubert's
study of a Norman servant woman,
A Simple Heart, and his version of
the Salome story, Herodias,· two tales
by the whimsical Provenc;al writer,
Alphonse Daudet; Zola's bitter comedy on the Franco-Prussian war, The
Attack on the Mill; Anatole France's
Crainquebille, a satire on the impersonality of French law; three stories
by Maupassant; Saint Exupery's account of an airplane crash in the
Libyan desert; and four stories-by
Kessel, Malraux, Sartre, and Thomas
-of the Spanish revolution and
World War II.
Although the translations are good
enough, as translations go, one must
remark that they are not good enough
for stories of this caliber. To run together sentences which in the original
were separate is to falsify the writer's
emphasis; to use vague expressions in
place of the original concrete ones
is to neglect the writer's thought; to
use genteel circumlocutions is to alter
the writer's tone. In the original
French, the style of these stories gave
them much of their meaning; several
of the translators have taken noticeably fewer pains than the original
writers. Thus, in the translation of
Crainquebille, by that great stylist
Anatole France, the emphasis is weakened by the linking of sentences that
were separate in the original; unnecessary words are added; "fifteen
sous," which anyone can understand,
is Briticized to "sevenpence halfpenny"; and in the discussion of the
crucifix and the bust of "la Republique," which hung in the courtroom,
the acute political satire implicit in
the contrast between "Jesus and Mari-
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anne" is lost when "Marianne" is reduced to "the symbolical bust." In
Zola's story of the 187o's, the heroine,
in attempting to rescue her imprisoned lover, says-according to the
translator-"! came here to bid you
fly and say farewell." Flaubert, the
greatest stylist of them all, suffers
from his translator in the first sentence: bourgeoises, a strictly feminine
noun, becomes, not "the housewives"
or "the good women," but "the good
folk," and the writer's delicate satire
of female jealousy is lost.

Post-Mortem
THE LAST PHASE: The Allied Victory in Western Europe. By Walter Millis. Houghton Miffiin Company, Boston. 1946. 130 pages.
$2-50.
ALTER MILLIS has written a

W number of books on military
matters which have won him wide
recognition. The Last Phase was originally prepared for the Office of War
Information for publication abroad,
particularly for distribution in Germany in connection with an Allied
effort to present to the people of
that country as dispassionate an evaluation as possible of the events in
the West that led to the final collapse of the German military machine. The period covered extends
from the landing in Normandy to
the surrender of Berlin, the story being presented in such a way as not
merely to tell what happened, but
to tell why, so far as can be seen
today, it had to happen as it did.
The book is divided into five sec-
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tions: The Invasion; The Battle of
France; The Pursuit; the Counterattack; and The End. Throughout the
account the main strategic and tactical problems involved are kept before the reader so that the relative
success or failure of the antagonists
to meet the demands of the situation
may be assessed and accounted for
and their results be made clear. Since
the book was intended for reading by
our allies and our former enemies
there is an obvious effort to make
the presentation as factual and as objective as possible. We gained the
impression that, as a result of this
preoccupation, the achievements of
our allies, especially of our English
cousins, have been consistently
stressed at the expense of the American contribution. Nearly seventy reproductions of photographs, most of
them from American and British official sources, illustrate the narrative.
Several maps are included -rather
crude and sketchy maps, it appeared
to us.
·

China Surgeon
DOCTORS EAST - DOCTORS
WEST. An American Physician's
Life in China. By Edward H.
Hume, M.D. W. W. Norton & Co.
Inc., New York, N. Y. 1946. 278
pages. $3.00.
HETHER or not this book will

be as widely read by the AmerW
ican people as Burma Surgeon and

Burma Surgeon Returns cannot be
determined at this time. The latter
two books were so intimately tied
up with the late war that the reading public was attracted to them in
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a special way. Dr. Hume's book, however, deserves a wide reading because
of its human interest values ·and the
picture it presents of day by day life
among the Chinese; Besides the literary quality of this book is considerably higher than the two by Dr. Seagrave. We can well understand, therefore, why this book received the
Norton Medical Award of $3500 for
1946.
Dr. Edward Hume lived in China
for twenty-five years. He went there
to lay the foundations of the Yale-inChina Medical School. He came at a
time when the anti-foreign feeling
among the Chinese was still deeprooted. He had to do the pioneer
work of creating confidence, breaking down prejudice, uprooting ageold superstition, and meeting the
competition of the Chinese doctors
whose medical and surgical knowledge reached back to the days of Confucius, to say nothing of the astrologers, soothsayers, and magicians
whose hold on a gullible and superstitious public was very strong.
The reader will find much of interest on every page. He will be
astonished at examples showing the
great competence of the reputable
Chinese doctors who had learned
their profession without benefit of
Western science and knowledge. He
will be impressed again and again
by the fact that Chinese civilization
was old when Western civilization
was only a future prospect. Most of
all, we believe, the reader will agree
that for America to win and hold the
friendship of the Chinese people our
emissaries and representatives must
usc the method employed with emi-

nent success by Dr. Hume and his
associates, and that is, as the doctor
himself puts it: "Only those can enter
effectively into her life who approach
China's citadel by the way of friend·
ship."

A Baler Boy Makes Good
THE GOOD FIGHT. By Manuel
Luis Quezon. D. Appleton-Century
Company, New York. 1946. 336
pages. $4.00.
ANUEL Lms QuEZON, late President of the Commonwealth of
M
the Philippines, was born in 1878 in
the village of Baler. His parents,
poor school teachers, sent him to the
College of San Juan de Letran in
Manila. Later at the University of
San Tomas he supported himself
while he took the law course.
A rebel from his youth, he joined
the revolutionary Aguinaldo in 18gg
in the struggle against the United
States. Coming to the conclusion-a
very expedient conclusion-that the
best interests of the Philippines could
be served by cooperating with the
United States, Quezon transferred his
allegiance in 1903 and shortly thereafter became governor of Tabayas.
His rise was then rapid. Elected
to the first Philippine National Assembly, he became successively delegate to the International Congress of
Navigation, Resident Commissioner
to the United States, President of the
Philippine Senate, and first President
of the Philippine Commonwealth.
His successful escape from Corregidor to Australia and finally to the
United States where his consumption-ridden body gave up the ghost
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is familiar to every newspaper reader.
For some reason Quezon's vivid account of his rise to power in the
Philippines leaves the reviewer cold.
As we read this autobiography we
are tempted to ask whether Manuel
Luis Quezon spent his life's energy in
the interest of the Philippine people
or in the interest of Manuel Luis
Quezon. W. Morgan Shuster, the
publisher, and General Douglas Mac·
Arthur, in their Forewords, style
Quezon as a crusader. He may well
have been a crusader, but his lot in
that role was made immeasurably
easy by his ability to choose and to
champion the most popular and the
most strongly supported causes.
The price of the book is testimony
to the economic inflation which we
are experiencing.

Merchant's Tale
YANKEE STOREKEEPER. By R. E.
Gould. Whittlesey House. McGrawHill Book Co., New York, N. Y.
1946. 195 pages. $2.50.
HIS

book, given wide publicity,

T by sections of it published previously in the Saturday Evening Post)
is an interesting piece of Americana.
The author tells the story of his own
life as a small-town merchant in
various parts of New England. It is
chuck full of what is generally called
Yankee wisdom, and many humorous
incidents connected with buying and
selling. Actually, of course, the Yankees have no monopoly on shrewdness in business and to call it "Yankee wisdom" is one of those cliches
we bandy .a bout without much
thought. We have found the same

kind of "wisdom" among city and
country storekeepers in various parts
of the Middle West, men who were
not remotely connected with New
England. Mr. Gould, in plain words,
is a successful storekeeper who knew
how and when to buy and sell at a
profit and who has the ability few
merchants have qf writing engagingly about his experiences. He may be
called typical of thousands of storekeepers in all parts of our country
whose success in business has its roots
in outguessing the other fellow and
in studying the weaknesses and frailties of their customers and taking advantage of them to their own profit.
That this requires (as Mr. Gould
puts it) "the power of Samson, the
patience of Job, and the wisdom of
a jury of Solomons," is just plain
nonsense.
Mr. Gould was never a real church
member throughout his life and what
he has to say about the church people who traded at his store is not
very complimentary. This is probably due to the fact that, like many
non-church people, Mr. Gould expected all church members to be perfect saints. Not finding them to be
that, his opinion of the influence of
the Christian religion on its followers
is not very flattering. Yet some of his
judgments are very sound, if we take
into consideration that Mr. Gould,
as some of the examples he cites indicate, did not come in contact with
a really vital church in his whole
career. The following two paragraphs
fairly well sum up his views: ·
The average country minister has
struck me as a poor sort of contributor
to the social scene. Someone asked me

/
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once what I thought of God. I said God
seemed like a nice enough chap, but I
was surprised anyone in his position
hired so much cheap help. And I have
afways thought God's people ought to
stack up a little better than the ordinary non-church member-and I haven't
found that so.
I draw no hard and fast line-many
sincere worshippers of God are above my
opinions and have no need of them.
There are many earnest followers of the
meek and lowly Jesus but these same
people are the meek kind and they get
an awful pushing around from the other
class and have very little to do with
church business. The ones of which I
complain are the Old Hardened Christians-they run the church and bring a
quart of skimmed milk to the church
supper and take home a basket full of
pies and cakes and other provisions.
They censor the morals of the community and interfere in other people's business and expect to get a front seat at
heaven .. If I ever go to hell, as they have
told me many times I must, I shall certainly get a lot of comfort out of meeting some of these deluded people. For I
think they will be there too, because I
can't believe they have fooled the Almighty that much.

Wally's Mousetrap
LITTLE WONDER: The Reader's
Digest and How It Grew. By John
Bainbridge. Reyna! & Hitchcock,
New York. 1946. 177 pages. $2.00.
A.LLY, as DeWitt Wallace, the
founder and editor of The
Reader's Digest, is known to those
who are close to him, has succeeded
in devising and perfecting a most remarkable mousetrap. It is one of
those mousetraps that are bound to
be as rare and unique as they are effective; it is one of thos~ mousetraps

W

that cause a wide pathway to be
built to the door of anyone who
knows how to make them. More than
11 ,ooo,ooo men, women, and children
tread the pathway that leads to Wally's editorial sanctum and to his flourishing business offices. They do so by
subscribing for The Reader's Digest,
by purchasing it at the newsstands, tor
by buying it for use in the classroom.
If one bears in mind that phenomenally good mousetraps can never be
safe from those who beg, borrow, or
steal, one must, of necessity, conclude
that the number of human beings
who gaze upon, page through, dip into, or literally devour The Reader's
Digest every month is far, far greater
than a paltry 1 1 ,ooo,ooo.
John Bainbridge calls Wally's
mousetrap a little wonder. Why? Because the device is, and always has
been, small in format. In reality, The
Reader's Digest is a big wonder. The
majority of those who see, taste, or
swallow it month after month use
English either as their mother tongue
or as a valuable adjunct to the language which they have imbibed with
their mothers' milk; but the blessings
and, shall one venture to say, the
non-blessings that spring from The
Reader's Digest in numbers wellnigh
as great as those of the stars on the
heavens are available for a mere pittance to those who think, read, and
converse in Spanish, Portuguese,
Swedish, Arabic, Chinese, and Finnish.
Furthermore, there is an edition in
Braille, and for the blind who do not
know Braille the magazine is issued
in the form of talking records. "Except for the Scriptures," says Mr.
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Bainbridge, "nothing ever published
has been circulated more widely than
the Digest."
Instead of likening Wally's phenomenon to a mousetrap one could
compare it to a huge mushroom; but,
when all is said and done, both ways
of looking at The Reader's Digest
have their merits. As a mousetrap
the magazine lures innumerable readers who, taking their cue either wittingly or unwittingly from a valuable
testimonial written by the learned
John Kieran, believe and are sure
that when they lap up its contents
every month they are getting the
cream of the current magazine articles
-condensed cream, to be sure, but
cream with all its nourishing qualities
intact. As a mushroom the sturdy
stem of The Reader's Digest supports
a mighty, umbrella-like top-a top under which millions of humans may
drowse and bask to their heart's content in shade which, by means of a
potent magic all its own, has the
power to impart knowledge and culture without causing pain or travail
of any kind. Step right up, ladies and
gentlemen, young and old! Get your
condensed cream! You can have it by
the spoonful or by the barrelful! In
fact, you can even swim in it!
If you are addicted to cigarettes,
The Reader's Digest will not confer
an official benediction upon that habit of yours although it did point out
in 1942 that Old Golds contained
slightly smaller amounts of such
harmful ingredients as nicotine and
throat-irritating tars and resins than
other well-known brands. In consequence, the manufacturers of Old
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Golds made hay-not for rolling or
packaging, mind you, but in the cash
registers. Meanwhile Wally himself
kept on smoking about two packs of
cigarettes a day. Crusades, you see,
have their value even when the crusaders do not see fit to direct their
crusading against themselves.
If you are in the clutches of arthritis or other ailments, scan The
Reader's Digest every month. You
may read about wonderful curescures that are more valuable on paper than in the minds of careful and
painstaking scientists.
At first Wally's brainchild contented itself with the condensing of articles from other magazines. It did so
to its own profit, to the joy of numberless readers, and, for the most
part, to the satisfaction of the periodicals from which it procured the
right to condense; for, according to
the editorial sanctum itself, every article is "condensed so brilliantly that
not one essential idea is lost." One
may agree or disagree with Mr. Bainbridge, who admits that although a
skeleton assuredly represents the original person in concentrated form, it
"might be more fun to have around
the house" if a little meat had been
left on the bones; but one must concede in spite of all that Wally's
adroitly fashioned skeletons have had,
and still have, a potent and widespread appeal.
As the years went gliding by and
the cash came rolling in, Wally decided to use original articles in addition
to the condensed skeletons and to
"plant" pieces in other magazines for
reprinting in his own little wonder.
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His magic touch did not fail him.
The innovation was crowned with
success. It paid dividends without
preventing the concentrated bones of
the skeletons from rattling their way
into the hearts and the minds of
countless readers as lustily, the cash
kept on rattling in Wally's till. It
mattered not at all that some squeamish souls persisted in preferring bones
surrounded with meat, that the obviousness of the "plants" was visible
to the naked eye, and that a few hypersensitive individuals could not be
convinced that The Reader's Digest
was offering them the creme de la
creme of what had appeared in other
magazines. Millions of enthusiastic
readers kept beating a path to the
door of the man who had devised one
of the most remarkable mousetraps of
all time-a man who paid his editors
and his authors handsomely and garnered in millions for himself.
Mr. Bainbridge's fine book, which
has been expanded from a series of
articles in The New Yorker) will not
decrease the number of the Digest
addicts. Wally is a cagy editor and a
shrewd man of business. He has implicit faith in his mousetrap. "In Carson City," says Mr. Bainbridge, "or
Copenhagen, the Digest is a standardized product, and apparently is internationally irresistible." Its contents
are available to anyone who can see,
touch, or hear. After reading all
about the magazine in Little Wonder
one has the right to bear in mind
that a mousetrap has no value at all
unless it is properly baited. And of
what use, pray, is bait if its smell does
not delight and beguile more noses
than it repels?

On Psychoanalysis
OUR INNER CONFLICTS. By
Karen Horney, M.D. W. W. Norton & Co., New York. 1945. 250
pages. $3.00.
AREN HoRNEY came to the United
States in 1932. Prior to that
K
time she was an instructor in the Berlin Psychoanalytic Institute. At present Dr. Horney is Dean of the newly
formed American Institute for Psychoanalysis in New York, and is active in the practice.
In this, her latest work, Dr. Horney has, according to the flyleaf, "developed a theory of neurosis whose
dynamic center is a basic conflict between the attitudes of 'moving toward,' 'moving against,' and 'moving
away from' people." The author sets
up four ways in which the neurotic
attempts to solve this basic conflict:
By eclipsing part of the conflict and
raising its opposite in predominance;
by "moving away" from people; by
creating an idealized image of himself; and finally, by "externalizing or
experiencing inner processes as taking place outside of himself." These
attempts at solution, Dr. Horney
points out, merely result in new conflicts being generated. In her opinion, the only real solution is to
change the conditions within the personality which brought the conflicts
into being. If the psychoanalyst does
his job well, the patient should become less helpless, less fearful, less
hostile and less alienated from himself and others. Some of the problems involved in therapy (and there
are many) are discussed in the con~
eluding part of the book.
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In arnvmg at her theory of neurosis and its treatment, Dr. Horney
disagrees with a considerable number
of propositions developed by Freud
and his followers. Thus, she explains
neurosis in cultural and not genetic
terms; to her there is no single significant instance creating a conflict.
And this means, in terms of therapy,
that integration of personality can be
achieved; but this cannot be done, as
so firmly held by the older school of
psychoanalysis, by merely bringing
the conflict into the open. Some of
these points are developed by the author in her earlier publications.
Anyone with an interest in the
"mystery" of psychoanalysis will find
this volume highly readable and
profitable.
MARSHALL 1. 1OX

Fourteenth Novel
THEN AND NOW. By W. Somerset
Maugham. Doubleday & Company,
Inc., Garden City, N. Y. 1946. 278
pages. $2.50.

w.

SOMERSET MAUCHAM 'S fourteenth novel has the form and
the substance of a historical romance. In addition, Then and Now is
a deftly constructed comedy of manners. It reveals the superb skill which
has won for the author a place of indisputable prominence among the
successful novelists of our time. There
is no trace of heavy-footedness in the
writing. The style is concise, clear,
and scintillating; the plot is unfolded
with an eye to logical development as
well as to an atmosphere of suspense;
the characters have genuine flesh on
their bones. Mr. Maugham is thor-
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oughl y versed in the fine art of winning and keeping readers.
The very fact that Then and Now
presents Niccolo Machiavelli and
Caesar Borgia as its principal characters is bound to attract attention to
the novel. One hears and reads so
much about the wily diplomats and
the unscrupulous dictators of our own
time that there is a keen desire to
learn how men of that stripe conducted themselves in days long since gone
by. Are those who wield absolute
power today basically different in
their mental makeup from those who
ruled with rods of iron centuries ago?
Are the Machiavellis of our own
time actually of the kith and kin of
the famous N iccolo, who speaks so
glibly and with such cleverness in
Then and Now? Did Hitler, did Mussolini, and does Stalin, have anything
in common with Caesar Borgia? Yes.
Do the speeches of Molotov reflect
tenets and practices worthy of the
man who wrote The Prince? Yes. One
cannot read Mr. Maugham's fourteenth novel without realizing with
no difficulty at all that the dictators
of old are, in numerous respects, the
prototypes of the dictators who have
been disporting themselves on the
international stage in recent years
and that there are Machiavellis in
our day just as there was a Niccolo
Machiavelli whom the Signory of
Florence sent to play the game of appeasement at the headquarters of
Caesar Borgia several hundred years
ago.
Mr. Maugham could have constructed a swashbuckling story on the
basis of the historical material at his
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disposal. Instead, · he chose to deal
sparingly with blood and thunder and
to stress intrigue-intrigue coupled
with revolting sordidness. The skill
and the fame of Mr. Maugham would
have made Then and Now a best
seller even if the filth had been
omitted. Unfortunately, the slime
which the novel retails without stint
will bait more readers than the praiseworthy qualities it contains.

Runyon Again
SHORT TAKES: Readers' Choice of
the Best Columns of America's Favorite Newspaperman. By Damon
Runyon. "\t\IThittlesey House, McGraw-Hill Book Co., New York.
1946. 435 pages. $3.00.
osT American newspaper readers have heard of Damon RunM
yon. Many have read some of his
newspaper articles or his whimsical
short stories.
Those Americans who are familiar
with Runyon can look for nothing
startling in his latest book, Short
Takes, which is an interesting collection of some of his better known
newspaper articles. Those who have
not been previously inoculated with
the Runyon "lingo" may be perturbed for a while when they receive
their indoctrination, but the odds are
that they will soon recover from the
shock and enjoy his humorous essays.
. Runyon's appeal, as always, is to
America's average newspaper reader
-the man on the street. He knows
their language and Prof. Runyon
speaks it fluently.
The keynote of Short Takes is vari-

ety. The author is equally at home
talking about Broadway characters,
race horses, hoboes, women, and Hollywood personalities. His old time
readers will immediately recognize
his essays on his "Old Man" and
"Joe and Ethel Turp," samples of
each being included in this collection.
In general it might be said that
Short Takes is not the type of book
most readers will wish to conclude
at one "sitting." Rather they will
probably find it more enjoyable reading in odd spare moments, which
they can do readily as all the articles
are brief.
People coming in contact with
Runyon for the first time may enjoy
his droll general essays more than
his copyrighted character stories. This
is just another way of saying that
Mr. Average Reader may find a few
of the articles dull, but he can rest
assured that he will discover most of
the selections amusing.

Norse Anthology
A PAGEANT OF OLD SCANDINAVIA. Edited by Henry Goddard Leach. Princeton University
Press, Princeton, for the AmericanScandinavian Foundation, New
York. 1946. 350 pages. $3.75.
oT only to the scholar and the
historian of literature but
above all to any general reader representing an ancestry going back to
northern Europe-whether to Scandinavia or Germany, to Iceland or
Great Britain-Dr. Leach's A Pageant
of Old Scandinavia is a work of vital
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importance. It consists of an admirable array of 'documents pertaining
to northern Europe and represents
excellent selections, skillful planning,
and unquestionable scholarly devotion on the part of its editor, the director of the American-Scandinavian
Foundation.
A Pageant of Old Scandinavia is
an anthology of the most significant
literature written chiefly in Old Norse
from about 100 A.D. to 1400 A.D.
and translated into English by many
competent hands. It is a selection of
those works that have always been
regarded as important, not only as
literature but also as history-works
that reveal the religion, the laws, the
legends, the exploits, the histories, in
short, the social organization and the
ideals of our forefathers. Runic inscriptions are represented, so are old
Norwegian and Swedish laws, charms,
old Icelandic recipes and medicines,
a deed for a copper mine, verses from
the Skalds, histories, sagas, and romances-and, of course, the famous
Poetic Edda and Prose Edda. The
old gods, like Thor and Wodin,
whom we still honor in the names
of our days of the week, and the old
Germanic heroes, like Sigfried and
Wayland_, the voyagers to the "EastvVay" and the body-guards of the
Emperor in Byzantium, the Swedish
founders of the Russian state and the
Norse discoverers of America, the
freemen who migrated to Iceland
and aristocratic farmers who conquered much of Europe and all of
the British Isles-these are the chief
actors in the panorama that makes
up this anthology. Many of these
works have been available in transla-
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tion before; many have not. Never,
however, have so many representative
works of old Scandinavia appeared in
one single volume of English translations.
The material of this work is carefully edited and well organized. In
order to facilitate a better understanding of the selections, Dr. Leach
has supplied an introductory essay of
twenty pages on old Scandinavian
literature, an excellent discussion in
itself. Although here and there one
might profit by an ~tymological glossary of some proper names, the book
is so obviously intended for the general reader that it is devoid of any
cumbersome critical apparatus, such
as erudite foot-notes that distract the
reader or impede his progress; yet
the material is so pertinently chosen
and the translations so well selected
(they read remarkably well) that they
unqualifiedly reveal the fact that
here sound scholarship has been at
work, patiently and thoroughly. One
appreciates the fact that the completion of this work required thirty
years. The editor calls it a "popularization of research in many languages." One might add, "of the best
research," for a glance at the famous
names mentioned in his acknowledgment of those who aided him reads
like a roll-call of those in the pantheon of American and European
scholarship; all the great names are
there.
This work is another important
volume in an important series of
works published by the AmericanScandinavian Foundation, important
because they carry on our relatively
recent investigations into a culture

58

The CRESSET

second only to the culture of heroic
Greece, and, to us, much more relevant.
j. W. RICHARD LINDEMANN

New England Parson
A

MIGHTY FORTRESS. By L L
Grand Cannon, Jr. Henry Holt &
Co., New York, N. Y. 1946. 328
pages. $2.75.
HE

title of this book leads one to

assume that it will present a man
T
of God, rugged, bold, courageous,
ready to fight evil in high and low
places, like Luther who more than
four hundred years ago wrote the
hymn from which the title is taken.
Instead we have the story of a New
England preacher of only mediocre
ability who arose to that office
through his meeting with a revivalist
(whose weakness was strong drink) .
He made a revival tour with him
and was convinced that he also could
preach an acceptable fifteen-minute
revival sermon. The upshot was that
Zeke Peele went to Andover Seminary and after graduation became, at
four hundred dollars a year, one of
the assistant pastors at Twelfth Congregational Church in Boston.
Through the machinations of Deacon
Mcintosh (a secret slave-trader) whose
daughter Zeke married at nineteen,
and as a result of his own popularity
with the poorer members of Twelfth
Church, Zeke succeeded to the chief
pastorate. He made several contacts
with Dr. Chalmers, at one of whose
meetings Zeke preached a fiery Abolitionist sermon and achieved a brief
notoriety. After a short pastorate at
Twelfth Church, Zeke is abruptly dis-

missed as a visionary and radical, and
is without a job. Finally, he succeeds
in getting an appointment to a small
country church, in connection with
which he shows that he has the characteristics of a true minister, ready to
give himself for his work and people.
The story is well-written. The characterizations of the leading figures
are excellent, particularly those of
Zeke Peele himself, his father and
mother, and Mr. Watling, the revivalist. One is disappointed in not
getting a fuller, clearer picture of
Dr. Chalmers.

Faithful Servant
NO TIME FOR TEARS. By Lora
Wood Hughes. Decorations by Edwin Earle. Houghton Mifflin Company, Boston. 1946. 305 pages.
$3·50.

is the eighth
winner of the Houghton Mifflin
L
$2,500 Life-in -America Literary
ORA WOOD HUGHES

Award. No Time for Tears is much
more than the autobiography of a remarkable woman. It is an authentic,
authoritative account of frontier life
on lonely Kansas prairies, of the disastrous California land boom of the ·
189o's, and of the author's experiences during the months in which she
served as a volunteer nurse in plagueridden Honolulu. It is a record of
happy, busy days spent in Montana,
of a memorable junket to Alberta,
Canada, and of exciting adventures
in the Puget Sound country and in
Puget Sound lumber camps. Mrs.
Hughes has seen the extremes of
wealth and poverty. Her work has
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thrown her together with all kinds
of persons.
The career of this enterprising
woman was shaped and influenced by
memories of her own mother's selfless services to the sick and needy on
the prairies of Kansas and by these
challenging words spoken by a dying
_physician at the time of Mrs. Hughes'
graduation from nursing school:
"The most thrilling thing in life is
Struggle. It is not our master. It is
opportunity, teacher, priest, and
friend. Without Struggle life would
bore you to death."
It is safe to say that Mrs. Hughes
has not had time to be bored. She
has never chosen the easy paths. She
has known heartbreak and sorrow.
She believes that the care of the poor,
difficult though it is, has rich rewards.
She declares, "Never would the nurses
of the rich know the thrill of creative
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triumph that comes from making a
first-class bedpan out of a wash basin,
a piece of tin and a few strokes of a
soldering iron."
Mrs. Hughes was a semi-invalid living in retirement in her charming
house "Folly-on-the-Shore" when she
began to write her memoirs. She was
seventy years old when she finished
her book, and she had ·long looked
forward with great eagerness to a
period of complete relaxation. World
War II changed all her plans. Overnight her home became a Red Cross
unit. An old friend, a retired Army
doctor recalled into active service after Pearl Harbor, came to tell Mrs.
Hughes that he had appointed her
supervisor of this unit. Old, tired,
and ill though she was, there was
nevertheless only one reply which
she could make. "I brought up my
hand in smart salute. Ready, Doctor!"
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THE CASE AGAINST
THE ADMIRALS
Why We Must Have a Unified
Command. By William Bradford
Huie. E. P. Dutton & Co., New
York. 1946. 210 pages. $2.50.
ANY citizens of the United States
M
are convinced that there must
be a unification of our armed forces
"to give America a single, more progressive, and more efficient organization for war." Even some admirals,
let it be said, are in favor of consolidation although Mr. Huie points out
that most of them are opposed to the
measure. The Case Against the Admirals is frankly "a crusading book,"
and its author, like all crusaders who
permit singleness of purpose to outweigh historical accuracy and eventempered judgment, fails to state his
case with the fairness and the objectivity which should be the basis of
radical and far-reaching changes in
the organization of our fighting
forces. He scores many a telling point
against those who oppose consolidation; but animus is clearly discernible
on almost every page of his book, and
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inaccuracies, particularly in the account of the Battle of Midway, lead
one to conclude that if our government takes the steps that will result
in unification, it must found its decision on judgment which gives the
Army, the Navy, and the Air Force a
fairer hearing than one finds in The
Case Against the Admirals. No issue
is ever clarified by smudged statements.

A FRENCHMAN MUST DIE
By Kay Boyle. Simon and Schuster,
New York. 1946. 213 pages. $2.50.
AY BoYLE's intimate knowledge
of France, where she was one
of the group of American expatriate
writers between the two world wars,
gives this adventure story some value
beyond its "slickie" plot. To explain
!'ranee to her audience, she uses the
device of giving the hero, an American, a French mother, so that he is
in a position to understand both peoples. The French words and phrases
that Miss Boyle throws in are authentic and add piquancy to the conversations.
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The plot deals with the Resistance, but with a new aspect of this
movement-the postwar struggle between the Resistance and a motley
collection of opponents, made up of
English-speaking or French-speaking
Germans left behind for espionage
purposes by the German Army, Nazifled French prisoners of war, inculcated with Fascist principles during
their captivity, and ousted VichyFrench bent on an offensive-defensive.

A LADY'S PLEASURE
The Modern Woman's Treasury of
Good Reading. Introduction by
Ilka Chase. William Penn Publishing Corporation, New York. 1946.
602 pages. $2.75·
her cleverly written introduction to A Lady's Pleasure Ilka
Chase declares:
There is no doubt that the publishers
have brewed a royal stew. No niggards
they. There is variety and flavor in the
collection and it will be a jaded palate
indeed which is not stimulated by generous helpings of it. The really hungry
will gobble the whole thing with gusto.
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Miss Chase is right. This is an excellent collection of short stories,
poems, and "souvenirs, sentiments
and shoptalk." Let no one be misled
by the title. There is no good reason
why this volume should be restricted
to the ladies. With the exception of
one or two sticky trifles A Lady's
Pleasure is robust fare for men and
women. The index of contributors includes the names of many prominent
men and women writers of today.
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WRITTEN ON THE WIND
By Robert Wilder. G. P. Putnam's
Sons, New York. 1946. 338 pages.
$2.75·
N

Written on the Wind Robert

expertly chronicles the
Irise,Wilder
decline, and fall of an immense-

~y wealthy Southern tobacco family.
Written in the flamboyant style one
has come to associate with Mr. Wilder's way of telling stories, this clinical
study of success, decadence, and ultimate tragedy rises only a little above
tabloid melodrama.

THE REASONABLE SHORES
By G. B. Stern. The Macmillan
Company, New York. 1946. 287
pages. $3.00.
HIS

is the story of a young Eng-

T lish girl's struggle to keep her difficult family united, warmly clothed,
and well fed in spite of the hazards
and the restrictions of wartime living.
The Reasonable Shores falls far
short of the artistic excellence
achieved by Gladys Bronwyn Stern in
The Matriarch, Monogram, The
Young Matriarch) and Trumpet Voluntary.

FROM THE BANKS OF
THE VOLGA
The Life oj Maxim Go1·ky. By
Alexander Roskin. Philosophical
Library, New York. 1946. $2.00.
OR

a person totally unfamiliar

with contemporary Russian novelF
ists, From the Banks of the Volga has
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rather a slim chance of winning new
readers for the works of Maxim
Gorky, the great proletariat writer.
His life in a Russia seething with
revolution and hungry masses was a
vibrant and dynamic one that knew
all walks and people of Russia first
hand.
Translated from the Russian, the
book itself falls short of convincing
readers of the brute reality of the life
of "Peshkov the Baker," mainly because the style is extremely simple.
But twelve valuable photographs of
Gorky with Russia's top men almost
make up for what the book lacks in
literary form.
ANN PELIKAN

WINTER MEETING
By Ethel Vance. Little, Brown and
Company, Boston. 1946. 255 page~.
$2.50.
HIS

is the third novel to be pub-

T lished by Grace Zaring Stone un-

der the pseudonym Ethel Vance.
Winter Meeting is totally unlike the
sensational best seller Escape and the
suspense-filled psychological study Reprisal. For the first time Miss Vance
has set her story in an American
scene peopled with modern American
characters. Winter Meeting is the
sharp, brittle, and polished account
of a few days in the lives of a puzzled
and unhappy young war hero and a
frustrated and eccentric spinster poetess. It is a doleful tale of intense unhappiness, mental torment, spiritual
conflict, drunkenness, and promiscuous love-making. Miss Vance probes
the hidden recesses of the heart and
the mind with deft skill; she records
her findings with humor, lucidity,
and a gentle and compassionate irony.
The dialogue, however, is brittle,
stagy, and too deliberately contrived.
'There are, as the hero Novak decided
for himself, "too many dead ends of
talk."

-I
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Motion Picture
THE CRESSET

evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

an article published recently
in the New York Times Magazine Sir Thomas Beecham has
what he calls "a gentle go" at the
citizens of our fair land. The eminent British conductor discusses
our na tiona! traits-good, bad,
and indifferent-with vigor, wit,
and candor, if not with conspicuous gentleness. His appraisal of
Hollywood is frank, trenchant,
and, alas, eminently fair. He declares:
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Technically the film has advanced
enormous! y during the past thirty
years; esthetically not only has there
been no progress, but in respect of
high artistic aim there has been a
distinct retrogression since the far-off
days of The Birth of a Nation and
Intolerance. Let it be admitted that
occasionally the modern producer
makes an apparently serious effort to
create something resembling a work
of art, but in nearly every instance it
is botched and bungled by a hundred
touches of false sentiment, glaring
unreality and intellectual ineptitude.
In a word, the Hollywood motion-

picture industry distorts life in general and American life in particular,
and that is the real burden of any
campaign against it.

Sir Thomas continues:
I have traveled far and wide in the
States, but nowhere have I recognized
or identified any of the ·preposterous
types which the cosmopolitan-and in
many cases the wholly alien-mentalities that rule the film world fondly
imagine to be 100 per cent American.
Should I be wrong and they right,
then God help the country, but I refuse to believe that they are right.

The famous scion of the great
Beecham's Pills industry then
turns his attention to crime conditions in the United States. He
says:
Of all the latter-day nations of any
size whose records are open to inspection, America is far and away the
most crime-ridden. This is no war
phenomenon. It was the same fifteen
years ago and is no different at the
present moment. . . . Now no one
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really acquainted with the kind of
existence led by the vast majority of
American citizens could for a moment be unwilling to acknowledge
that they are capital specimens of
human kind-kindly, generous and
shot through with a vein of idealism
encountered hardly anywhere by this
writer. But the continued existence
of this large minority of undesirables
is a permanent blot upon the fair
name of the whole body social. Does
America secrete within itself some
perverse germ impervious to sane and
healthy stimuli from outside? That I
also decline to believe. What I do believe is that the disease-for no less it
is-may be nourished by the influence
of a nation-wide scherre of popular
entertainment which is the last word
in triviality and morbidity.

Before you hit the ceiling . because of a foreigner's "impertinence," examine the facts. Aren't
Sir Thomas' assertions and conclusions all too true? For too long
a time we have accepted whatever comes out of Hollywood
with, at best, only half-hearted
protests. If, and when, we make
our dissatisfaction felt in the only
place which really registers with
film producers, that is, in the box
office, we shall get better pictures.
In gentle retaliation I should
like to ask Sir Thomas, ''Are
the men and women portrayed
by your countrywoman Margery
Sharp in her popular book, Cluny
Brown, really typically and aut horitative 1y English?" Miss

Sharp's novel was mildly and delightfully daffy. The screen adaptation made by 20th Century-Fox
under the direction of Ernst Lubitsch is no less delightful and
no less daffy. The story of the
plumber's niece who just couldn't
learn "to keep her place" presents a gay and whimsical satire
on the British class system. Miss
Sharp sold Cluny Brown to 2oth
Century-Fox for $14o,ooo. At the
present time she is asking $2oo,ooo for her new novel, Britannia
Mews. She'll get it, too.
Lover Come Back (Universal,
William A. Seiter) fully deserves
the verdict "trivial and morbid."
It is dull, too-full of gush and
drivel. The theme is in shockingly bad taste.
For a long time amnesia has
been a popular topic for screen
and radio script writers. Somewhere in the Night (2oth Century-Fox, J. L. Mankiewitz) is
another in a long list of films to
employ this dramatic device. The
cast is excellent, and the direction
is good. Nevertheless, this picture,
and any other picture which distorts and misrepresents medical
and scientific facts, is distinctly
harmful. Somewhere in the Night
is brash and deliberate hokum.
We have thousands of hospitalized war veterans in the United
States. If motion-picture producers are insensitive enougb to exploit mental aberrations and psy-
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chological disturbances, let them
at least be honest in their treatment of this tragic subject.
Till the End of Time (RKORadio, Edward Dymtryk) is also
concerned with the neuroses
which grow out of wartime conditions. The problems of adjustment which must be met by the
puzzled and unhappy principals
are presented with direct honesty;
but the solution is weak, superficial, and obviously tailored to
the stereotyped happy-ending pattern.
To Each His Own (Paramount,
Mitchell Leisen) follows a timeworn formula. Olivia de Havilland is the frustrated unwed
mother who tries by hook or by
crook to be near the child she
abandoned. She makes a valiant
effort to put over this maudlin,
sugar-sweet concoction, and she
has expert assistance from a fine
cast and an able director. It isn't
enough. Moral values are lost in
a welter of nauseating sentimentalism.
If you read A. J. Cronin's 1945
best seller, you will know what to
expect from The Green Years
(M-G-M, Victor Saville). The
screen version of Dr. Cronin's
novel vividly depicts the experiences of a small Irish Catholic
orphan after he has been thrust,
suddenly and summarily, upon
his dour Scotch Protestant relatives. Since the entire story is
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built around the boy's struggle
to cling to his Roman Catholic
faith in spite of derision and opposition, the Roman Catholic
Church and Roman Catholic doctrine and ritual inevitably play
an important part in the film.
The author of The Green Years
is himself an adherent of the Roman Catholic faith. Hence it is
not surprising to find that his
Church and his faith most decidedly have the best of it in the
book and in the picture. A fine
cast acquits itself with distinction
in The Green Years although the
performance of veteran actor
Charles Coburn seemed to me to
be a bit overdrawn.
A Stolen Life (B.D., Inc., Warners, Curtis Bernhardt) gives us
a triple dose of Bette Davis. She
appears in a dual starring role,
and, as you may have guessed, the
B.D., Inc. denotes that this is . a
Bette Davis production-in fact,
her first. A Stolen Life is an empty and spurious bit of flim-flam.
It is a fine showcase to exhibit the
advances made in trick photography; but it is a poor vehicle for
the producer-star. Miss Davis has
often displayed her ability to portray ( 1) a longsuffering, selfless
good girl or (2) a greedy, ruthless, and self-seeking bad girl.
One at a time works well enough
-as a rule. To pit these characterizations against each other in
the same picture merely serves to
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emphasize Miss Davis' limitations
and deficiencies.
Hollywood has frequently
staged a nationwide search to find
just the right actor or actress .for
a specific screen role. The producers of Smoky (2oth CenturyFox, Louis King) were faced with
a special problem. They searched
through thirty-eight states before
they found the handsome stallion
which appears in the title role of

\Viii James' well-known western
idyll. The screen version of Mr.
James' story of a man and a horse
provides pleasant and refreshing
entertainment. The acting and
the directing are above average,
and the technicolor photography
is breath-takingly beautiful. Burl
Ives, whom Carl Sandburg has
called "the mightiest troubadour
of any age," makes an auspicious
debut in this film.

Order Form for Books Reviewed in the September CRESSET
Check Here

0

0
0
0

1.
2.
3.
-+.

0

5.

D

6.

D
D

7.

8.

0
0

9.
10.

0
0
0

11.
12.
13.

Title

Price

Delta W edding, by Eudora W elty .. $2 . 75
Foretaste of Glory, by J esse Stuart 2 . 50
The Ciano Diaries, by Count Ciano -+ . 00
The Christian Patt ern , by Hugh S.
Tigner ... . ..... .
1.50
The American Rhodes Scholarships,
by Frank Aydelotte
2 .00
A Few Brass Tacks, by Louis
Bromfield . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 2. 7 5
Bernard Clare, by James T . Farrell 2. 7 5
Bedside Book of Famous French
Stories, edited by Becker and Linscott . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
The Last Phase, by Walter Millis 2 . 50
Doctors East - Doctors W est, by
E. H . Hume
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 3 .00
The Good Fight, by Manuel Quezon -+ .00
Yankee Storekeep er, by R. E . Gould 2. 50
Little Wonder, by John Bainbridge 2. 00

Ch eck Hue

0

D
D
D
D
D

D
0
0

0
0

Title

14. Our Inn er Conflicts, by Karen Horney
. .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
1 5. Th en and Now, by Somerset
Mau gham ...... . . . . . . . . . . . . .
16 . Short Takes , by Damon Runyon .. .
17 . A Pageant of Old Scandinavia, edited by H . G. Leach ..... . ..... .
18 . A Mighty Fortress , by Le Grand
Cannon . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
19. No Time for T ears, by Laura W.
Hughes .... .. . . . . . . . . . . . . .. .
20 . The Case Against the Admirals, by
W . B. Huie .. . ....... . . . .... .
21. A Fren chman Must Die, ' by Kay
Boyle
.... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
22 . A Lady's Pleasure . . ........ . ..
23. Written on the Wind, by Robert
Wilder . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .
2-+. The R easonable Shores, by G. B.
Stern . . . . . . . . .

Price
3.00
2.50
3.00
3. 75
2 . 75
3.50
2. 50
2 . 50
2.75
2 . 75
3 .00

THE CRESSET
8 7 5 North Dearborn
Chicago, Ill.
Gentlemen :
Please send the undersign ed , postpaid, the abov e books, for wh ich I enclose $ . . . . . . . . ... .
in full payment.
NAME

. ... ..... . . . . . .. . ... . ... .. . . . . . . . . . . ...... . . . . . . . . . . ..... .. . . . . . . . . .... .

ADDR ESS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. ... . . .... .. .... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

CITY

................................. STATB

............ ................... .

Verse
Chorus
A QUARTETTE

tran.quillo
Tranquillity is sacred in
such peaceful nights beside this hill
where worshippers remember sin.
Under cool pines at prayer we thrill
to music for the soul, which came
when we were gathered in God's name
before, and each time God was there.
t.

ii. simple
Brown branches bru'ih the naked glass:
no household window is more plain,
no purer is the dewy grass
on which poor men have walked again
this morning on the way to hear
the Word in their crude church. How clear
the song! How evident is God!

iii. maestoso
We cannot know the circumstance,
but Zeus and his divinities
have been expelled. Their dissonance
departed with Greek modes, and these
have been supplanted in white walls,
in classic pillars, marble halls
by God's great song, and God rules here.

iv. religioso
Dawn of immaculacy! Light
spins purely through the glass, and rests
its purple shadows on the white
cathedral floor. A song suggests
with counterpoint a sweet refrain
more cultured than the window's stain.
Inspiring is the song of God!
-MARTY
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Mirror Litany
Dear Lord, make me beautiful!
Beauty not of soul-being is dead
And can no longer be called
By lovely name.
Thou hast redeemed mel Thine I ami
Take my face, ugly in
Lasting simplicity,
And make it showered with love
Which Thou alone canst manifest.
Take these childish handsTurn them that they may resemble
An altar urn.
Let the humble smoke
Of my humility govern
Where these tired feet
Are led ...
In walks of holiness.
Take my eyes, my lips, my soulDarkened black by sin's bitter herbs,
Shrunken, dried, never caring aught for
Thee, decayed, worn, full of shame
And viceAnd make them, Lord, Thy
Palace everlasting,
Where no more sin can feed
Its hungry, yearning appetite. '
I am uglyUgly in my shame and powerlessness,
Ugly in body and soulYet-I hopeIn Thee alone!
Be Thou my radiant smile,
My glorious crown.
Be Thou all my beauty.
-JANICE PRIES
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In Church
Here the ancestral whispers come and go,
Hushed voices of kinfolks at home in church;
In prayer at times,
Sometimes choked with grief,
But often as today,
In the drowsy summer day,
The muffled friendly greeting
Or hurried whispered crumb of urgent news
With hint of some lost old world dialect.
I heard the same hushed voices long ago
Amid the clang of armor
Arranged in haste by knight and boor
On stanchions by the Virgin's door;
Or voices mingling with a symphony of pines
In Piedmont valley long before the war.
Or am I still a sleepy child of five
Aunt Susan by my side
And grandmother still alive?
-MERLE

WM.

BOYER

I
70

The CRESSET
Dark Rendezvous
It was dark
And I was alone:
It was night
And no light shone! was at the graveyard gate.
Pausing there,
I looked around
And pondered on those
Who inhabited this ground
For many years or few.
Stately monument,
Small marker of stoneVisible proof both
Of someone alone,
Beneath, beyond human touch.
Piercing the shadows
Thrown by skeleton bough
Yet in its spring leaflessness,
Was it spirit just now
Who beckoned, who waved me in?
Hesitant I was,
Feeling lonely there;
Then a stranger came
With his load of care
To leave here too.
Silent we remained,
Though each understood
That before these breathless ones
In our hearts we could
Find new courage here.
Was it better now to be
Like one of those-who knows
Nothing of .this turmoil-but noThe yellow moon of midnight rose,
And I shuffied along.
-BARBARA

RoDENHousE
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Winter in Church
I walked into a church one winter's eve.
It was so strangely empty there. Only my footsteps
Disturbed the calm. The altar breathed an ancient air.
My shoes trod heavily the floor and brought the ice
Of sleet and snowstorms to God's holy place.
The windows were a stately, colored caravan
Of symbols from cathedrals and the catacombs.
The pews knelt low in quietude and waited for
Next Sunday and the worshipers. The candles glowed unlit.
Some visitors came in and brought their cameras.
They switched the lights and took their photographs.
"My," said one, "but won't this make a picture!
This church is really quite a thing to see.
\Vonder how much it cost to build..
A mighty sum, I'll wager."
And with that spoken word the beauty fled.
The inside of the church was cold, the pews
Stood straight like stony slabs. The altar candles
Snuffed their own lights, the pageant of symbols
Was mere geometry. Their life was gone.
fhe bright lights angered me, and I was glad
To walk outside into the winter's wind.
-WALTER RIESS
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